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MATICALLY 


with Canada’s easiest-to-operate range 


The all-new General Electric Pushbutton Range automatically cooks your 
special dishes as perfectly, and carefully as you prepared them. There 


are so many wonderful G-E features that make cooking perfection a certainty 
every time! Simplified Control Panel, Automatic Meat Thermometer, new 





= ale bua: , pushbutton thermostatic surface element, automatic surface grill and many 
AUTOMATIC G-E MEAT THERMOMETER is so others. A few of the reasons why more Canadians choose General Electric 
-asy to use. Insert it into roast. Dial degree of : ” 
doneness” required and forget it. Buzzer will appliances than any other make. 


ignal when roast is cooked to perfection. 

See this amazing new range today at your local G-E Dealer’s. Available in 

10’’, 30” and 24” sizes — smart “Straightline” design, and Mix-or-Match 

colours. (Mode! SJD 366 illustrated) | 






GENERAL ELECTRIC fat 


LAU TOMAATOG 
PUSHBUTTON RANGE 
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1960 G-E AUTOMATIC BUILT-IN RANGES fit 


easily into new or modernization plans. They 
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have a!! the famous G-E features for complete 


automatic cooking, plus flexibility and extra Made in Conoda by 
convenience. You'll be proud to own a G-E 
Built-in CANADIAN GENERAL ELECTRIC COMPANY LIMITED 
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EVITORIAL 


We'll do our own censoring, 
thank you very much 


IN INFANCY we are protected in many ways — from dangers, 
from foods we can’t digest and from ideas we can’t understand. 
When we reach adulthood, we expect to be responsible for our own 
safety, and to decide for ourselves what physical and mental diet 
suits us best. It’s depressing, then, to read that the CBC has de- 
cided to postpone indefinitely a television interview with French 
novelist Simone de Beauvoir. The interview, which had been 
scheduled for telecasting on Premier Plan, the French equivalent 
of Close-Up, was canceled because CBC officials feared Miss de 
Beauvoir’s views were too strong for the public 

According to the producer of the show, Miss de Beauvoir said 
North American women have only a superficial freedom, that 
marriage in a way is obscene because couples are tied together 
and sometimes have to live in hell. The outspoken French woman 
went on to say she was in favor of divorce because she thought 
marriage archaic in the twentieth century. She said women were 
equal to men and that the idea that women were only good for 
childbearing was a throwback to the Middle Ages. When asked 
about her own religion, she said she was an atheist and that 
nobody had proved the existence of God. 

Some of these statements are strong meat indeed for audiences 
that have become accustomed to a bland Pablum television diet— 
especially over U. S. stations. The CBC, in contrast, often provides 
a welcome change in solid, chewy morsels. It is sad, then, in this 
year of its troubles, that the CBC feels that it has to assume, 
besides its own functions of public apologist and self-analyst, the 
job of public censor as well. 


Whether we agree is beside the point 


We don't believe network time should be given over to ir.¢- 
sponsible crackpots to propagandize harebrained theories. Br. Miss 
de Beauvoir is a world-renowned philosopher and _ novelist. 
Whether we, or the CBC, agree with her views or not, has no 
possible bearing on the matter. The program was planned, pre- 
sumably, because she had something to say. If she had been merely 
dull, or conventional, the program would have been scheduled 
without a hitch. But the fact that some of the viewers — or even 
a majority of viewers — might not agree with her, is the best 
possible reason for giving her a hearing. In this standardized world 
of ours where so many things are pre-prepared and predigested, 
surely we should be allowed to do our own censoring in our own 
living rooms — with a snappy little twist of the dial. (Even a 
child of two can do it.) Leave us this small decision, please. 


—VT? 
rf rn 
A Or Tt wiiillhe Af e 
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For lovely hands 


to match your lovely face... 
nN 


NEW 





HAND LOTION 
WITH SILICONES 


[rushay gives you so much more than mere 
protection! After all, most hand lotions are 
designed to protect but lrushay brings 

loveliness, too! Trushay’'s rich beauty-ingredients 
soften and whiten . restoring the beauty that 


water washes away making your hands a 





match for your smooth, soft complexion! 
And all the while the wonder-working silicones 
are forming a protective screen against / 


a nl f 
weather and work! A few drops of lrushay often / 





through each day, turn workaday hands into p 
ladylike hands! Soothing and smoothing for 
elbows and knees too— a delightful body 


lotion! You'll love it as a powder base also! 


Look for Trushay in its new 


hus “dressing table’’ bottle! 





what's new 
at Chatelaine 


Editor Doris Anderson meets not-so- 


frightening Russian in Moscow. 


Editor's notebook in Moscow 


Highlights from Chatelaine’s trip 
to Russia: Sitting in the czar’s box 
in the blue-and-gold grandeur of 
the Leningrad Theatre . . . Editor 
Doris Anderson being asked by an 
old man how she managed to totter 
around on what she considered 
very sensible walking pumps 
being mobbed everywhere by small 
boys offering to swap Young Pio- 
neer badges (a club for children up 
to age eleven) for chewing gum and 
ball-point pens . . . our interpreter 
staring with astonishment as model 
Bette Milne applied false eyelashes. 
. And best of all the litthe Teddy- 
bear-like children we encountered 
everywhere. For the full story turn 


to page 27. 


The versatile Fishers 


Graham and Heather Fisher, who 
wrote Everybody Wants to Give the 
~ Queen Some- 
Ring, page 38, 
writes us that 
they live _ fif- 
teen miles 
from London, 
in Kent, with 
their two 
daughters. The 
Fishers’ beat, 
as a free-lance 
team, covers 
the British 


Isles and often takes them on to the 


The Fishers 


Continent. On a recent assignment 
they journeyed to Scotland to find 
out whether there really was a Loch 
Ness monster (no evidence of one), 
and then went on to Spain where 


Lauren Bacall was making a movie. 


Lunch with Bennett Cerf 


What do you talk about when you 
find yourself lunching with Bennett 
Cerf? No problem at all, reports 
associate editor Dorothy Dew. You 
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talk about books. She asked Mr. 
Cerf whether he thought readers 


were born or made. His reply was 
that they were definitely made—by 
good teachers and intelligent par- 
ents. He went on to say he doesn’t 
think TV is hurting children’s read- 
ing habits at all. Then, since they 
were enjoying excellent food at a 


General Foods luncheon, Dorothy 


asked Mr. Cerf if he could cook. 
The wit of What's My Line ad- 





ny : a 
Bennett Cerf, Dorothy Dew: His line? 





mitted that cooking certainly wasn't 
one of his lines. “I can’t even open 
an egg, let alone a can,” he said. 
“When I’m hungry, I just look 
helpless, and somebody feeds me.” 
“Would I wert as thou art!” thought 
Dorothy, who every night cooks a 
full-course dinner for a strapping 


twenty-one-year-old son. 


Information, please 

Passing through Chatelaine Institute 
the other day we heard Norma 
McKinnon say firmly on the tele- 
phone: “Scrub the dog with tomato 
juice and send the suit to the clean- 
ers.” She was dealing with one of 
hundreds of calls that come in every 
month. This one was an enquiry 
about how to get rid of skunk odor 
on a dog and a small boy’s suit. 
Here are a couple of other brow- 
wrinklers: “How do you remove 
burst bubble gum from a_ child’s 
face? Answer: Try witch hazel. 
Another: How do you get your 
husband’s shaving brush out of the 
bathtub drain? Answer: A looped 
wire coat hanger, or call a plumber. 


1d -¢ Mail, P.O Department Ottawa 





A 
: 


1¢€ 


»d 








Chatelaine @ February 1960 


whats new 
in the shops 


A magic switch and a magnet 
The latest thing in lighting conveni- 
ence is now available for that new 
home you may be building. It’s re- 
mote-control wir- 
ing, which makes 


se oie 
it possible for you — aon 


to turn on any “ee & 
light — or electri- a , 
eegie WU & 
cal appliance — 
in the house from 
one central point, by means. of 
switches (above) that dial in any 
room. Cost: fifteen to twenty per- 
cent more than ordinary wiring. 
Magnetic Cord Grip takes care 
of dangling, untidy cords on small 
appliances. Simply plug the grip 
onto the appliance cord plug and 
when it’s wound around the toaster, 
for instance, it’s magnetically at- 


tached to it. About 60 cents. 


The sleeve story 
Shorter and wider 


This spring it will be a case of all 
eyes on sleeves, reports our fashion 
editor, Vivian 
Wilcox. Watch for 
the kimono and 
dolman styles to 
reappear often 
winging out just 
above the waist. 
And the smartest 
sleeves will be 
bracelet length or 
shorter. In colors, 
white and the 
“whitened” colors, and new shades 
of green are favorites. On page 32 
we show one of the new shades, 


white jade, in a coat. 


Beauty care in wintertime 

A lipstick case with a flick-up mir- 
ror rolled around it is a gay conceit 
by Elizabeth 
Arden. In pla- 
tinum - colored 
“jeweled” case. 
about $5. Gold 
color, about 
$3.50. For 
complexions 
inclined to dry- 
ness, that aren't 
quite as young 
as they used to 


be, Germaine 


| 


Monteil has formulated Bio-Miracle 
Cream. Moisturizing yet greaseless, 
a one-ounce jar is $17.50. 


Helena Rubinstein caters to the 
new natural look with three paler 
shades of powder: Ivory Rachel, 
Rose Peach and Soft Beige at 
$1.50 a box. Dorothy Gray’s Satura 
Sheen is a moisturized foundation 
lotion in a choice of six shades 

which should cover all complexion 


types; $3.50 for one ounce. 


Collector's item 


Devotees of Co- 
lonial furniture 
will be interested 
in Roxton’s new 
line of maple shelf 
units. At right is 
a three-way shelf 
for displaying 
knick- 
knacks. It can also 


cherished 


be hung horizon- 
tally. Unfinished, 
$11.40. Red or 
Plymouth maple, 
price is $12. In 
furniture stores 


across Canada. 


You fly to music 
in TCA jets 


In March, TCA’s svelte DC-8 Jet- 
liners will be put into regular serv- 
ice between Montreal and Vancou- 
ver, making the flight in six hours. 





Sketch of the Jetliner’s lounge. 


The many “firsts” include hi-fi while 
you fly, seats with call buttons, light 
and ventilation controls built in: 
sky-view windows, and seating as- 
signed when you buy your ticket 
In April the Jetliners will cross to 
London. Flight time from Mont- 


real: six hours and ten minutes 


what’s new Continued on page 4 
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EXCESSIVE 
TENSION 





- WEIGHT 


ARE YOU BREAKING YOUR OWN HEART? 


The normal heart is a remarkably strong 
and durable organ. But to protect and con- 
sery* its strength for years to come, you 
should guard against certain “enemies” of 
the heart 

Above all, control your weight. 
Overweight is probably the worst and most 
insidious enemy of your heart. Excess 
weight serves no useful purpose. It is simply 
a burden—and the more overweight you 
are, the more likely you are to impair yout 
heart's efficiency 

Eat sensibly. If you do put on unneces- 
sary weight, let your physician prescribe a 
diet that will take it off slowly and safely 
And after you've brought your weight 
down to normal, make every effort to 
keep it there—permanently 

Work off tension. Many people who 
develop high blood pressure—which puts a 
strain on the heart—are tense, hard-work- 
ing individuals. They should learn to work 
off tension 

When you feel tensed-up, try physical 
activity—work in the garden, take a lor 


walk or do something that you really enjoy. 


COPYRIGHT CANADA, 1960 — METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANT 


Metropolitan Life 


Insurance Company 
(A MUTUAL COMPANY) 
Home Office: New York — 


Metropolitan Life Insurance Co 


Any diversion helps relieve tenseness. In 


fact, anyone who works under constant 


strain should probably have a definite 


schedule for daily relaxation 


So, get enough rest and try to take it 
easy. Every bit of relaxation you get gives 


vour heart a chance to relax, too 


Avoid over-exertion and fatigue. 
After middle-age, it’s wise to avoid sudden 
or strenuous activities to which you are 
unaccustomed. But reasonable activities 
things that you enjoy and that don’t leave 
you huffing and puffing are usually good 


and safe for your heart 


Even when the heart has been damaged, 
it usually mends itself through rest and 
skilled medical care. In fact, about four 
out of every five people recover from ther 
first heart attack—and many of them re 
cover fully enough to entoy many useful 


active years 


If you give your heart the care that it de 





serves including regular health examina 
tions—it may serve you well for many 


tone yea;»©s 


AY BE PASTED 


Canadian Head Office (Dept. H. W.) 
Ottawa 4, Canada 


Please send me the fr t kict 


Your Hear 201 





Name 
Address 


City Prov. 
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A Deodorant Foot Powder 
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what's new with you 


By JESSIE LONDON 





Especially Designed to 
dust your doubts away! 


Only when you know you’ve taken every 
precaution against offending, can you be 
fully confident! That’s why Dr. Scholl’s 
deodorant Foot Powder is so essential to 
your daily good grooming. 

You'll love the refreshing “‘lift’’ it gives 
you...and the way it keeps your feet 
dry, cool, bath-fresh and comfortable all 
day. Dust this snowy white powder 
lavishly on your feet, in your stockings— 
inside your favourite shoes, too! You’ll 
walk in confidence, knowing your feet are 
completely protected. 

Start tomorrow—visit the convenient 
Dr. Scholl’s counter in your favourite 
drug, shoe, variety or department store. 
FREE—For valuable 32 page booklet on 
Foot Care by Dr. Wm. M. Scholl, write to 
Dr. Scholl’s Limited, Toronto 16. 





Use Dr. Scholl’s Foot 
Powder lavishly for 
complete foot hygiene. 


For cases of excessive 
perspiration and odor, 
use special formula Dr. 
Scholl’s Bromidrosis 
Powder. 


Df Scholls 


Dr. Scholl’s—the finest in foot care .. 


. the world over. 





Weather-resistant volunteers — the 
Eskimos themselves — are braving 
sub-zero temperatures at Frobisher 
Bay, N.W.T., to build the IODE- 
donated Eskimo Community Hall, 
first northern project of a national 
women’s organization. Materials 
were bought by the IODE and ship- 
ped in before freeze-up. Mrs. R. C. 
Latimer, of Toronto, LODE project 
chairman, says the thirty-two-by- 
seventy-two-foot frame building 
will have a stage at the urging of 
drama-loving Eskimos. Other pet 
wants of the users will be furnished 


by their own fund drives. 


Prince Edward Island’s red clay 
greets tourists crossing the North- 
umberland Strait from New Bruns- 
wick and now 
they can take 
some away In pot- 
teryware by Amy 
Leard, of Central 
Bedeque. Mrs. 
Leard, widowed 


in 1950, turned a 





lifelong yen for 


Potter Leard 


handicrafts into a 
profit-making one-woman industry 
in 1955 when she hit on a formula 
for working island clay. Midwinter 
task: stockpiling pottery to sell dur- 
ing the 1960 tourist season. 

Some feminine firsts: Lawyer 
Huguette-Marie Charette, of Hull, 
Que., won acquittal for her client— 
a man accused of murder—in the 
first such court case handled by a 
woman in the Hull district. Sas- 
katchewan has as its first woman 





Maritime sharpshooter Joan MacKay. 


magistrate Mrs. Tillie Taylor, of 
Saskatoon, ex-land titles solicitor. 
Joan MacKay, of Lancaster, N.B., 
outshot the RCMP in New Bruns- 


wick’s Open Rifle Shoot—the first 
of her sex to claim the top trophy. 
Less active was researcher Wilma 
Sansom who spent six and a half 
days in a space capsule in Univer- 
sity of Manitoba psychological- 
effect experiments — and emerged 
bored, because she had none of the 
hallucinations which whiled away 
the time for five men who preceded 
her in capsule confinement. 


Woman of the month 


Shocked when, as a Burnaby, B.C., 
member of Greater Vancouver's 
council, she heard civil defense pre- 
dictions that nothing could combat 
radiation dangers and that only half 
of the area’s population could even 
hope to flee from a nuclear attack, 
Camille Mather spoke up in favor 
of doing “something to see that 
such a monstrous thing shall never 
occur.” That she has done—through 
formation of the Women’s Com- 
mittee on Radiation Hazards. Three 
months of research went to compile 
a speakers’ kit, fact-packed on the 


dangers of radio- 


“ active fallout 
‘ from nuclear test- 
+ 
a foy\. ing. The Council 





; ) V J é 
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Councilor Mather 


Parent - Teacher 
Association help- 
ed spread word of 
the speakers pool 
of twenty moth- 


ers — within six 


weeks they were heard by eight 


hundred women 


and are now book- 


ed into the spring months. Council- 
or Mather, wife of a newspaper- 
man, has two teen-age daughters, is 
a hospital board member and works 
for Retarded Children, 
Alumnae and SPCA, 


Nurses’ 


Singsongs in Saskatchewan these 
days tend toward Canadiana. Since 
her arrival in Regina from England 
five years ago, Barbara Cass-Beggs 
has lined up native folk songs and 


what’s new Continued on page 6 
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At last...in sunshine or in starlight... 


YOUR POWDER WILL STAY COLOR-TRUE TO YOU! 


New Dream Stuff by Woodbury. In any light ...with any costume you wear... 
this velvety, fragrant powder-plus-foundation stays completely true to your natural coloring. 


The secret? An exclusive new ingredient, “Dreamlite”... yours only with Woodbury! 


Try long-lasting, lovely new Woodbury Dream Stuff today and see your natural beauty come alive! 


Five warm and glowing shades... one perfect for you! 
WOODBURY DREAM STUFF 
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roll on 








Today’s Ban rolls on some of the most effective ingredients 
yet discovered to stop odour and check perspiration! 


e The original roll-on—-Canada’s preferred 
deodorant and anti-perspirant. 


e An effective formula to make you more confident. 
e An easier, neater, more exact application. 


e Protects you round-the-clock—keeps you fresh 
as a flower from shower to shower. 


e No waste, no drip, no stickiness—no harm to normal 


skins or delicate fabrics. 


Another aid to happier living from Bristol-Myers 





BA 59-11IMR 
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Folk singer Barbara Cass-Beggs (left) 
and class: shell change their tune. 


ballads to replace imported lyrics 
on community song sheets. These 
she teaches to song leaders at work- 
shops organized with Saskatche- 
wan’s History and Folklore Society. 
Workshops to date: Shaunavon, 
Saskatoon and Regina. Mrs. Cass- 
Beggs was known in Toronto music 
circles during a 1939 to 1952 Cana- 
dian stopover while her husband 
David taught electrical engineering 
at the University of Toronto. 


Amateur artist Alice Paterson, of 
Bowmanville, Ont., seeks out his- 
toric buildings doomed to demoli- 





Artist Paterson paints our history. 


tion, sketches, then paints them 
with architectural detail. On a quest 
last summer to Moose Factory, 
Ont. (on Hayes Island in Moose 
River which flows into James Bay), 
Mrs. Paterson sketched the 1820- 
period Hudson’s Bay Company 
chief factor’s house — scant hours 
before the wreckers arrived. 


They're doing something about: 
World Refugee Year 


Canada’s snowballing support of 
UN-sponsored World Refugee Year 
—which aims to clear thousands of 
people from the limbo of squalid 
camps in Europe, Africa and both 
Mid and Far East — is getting a 
hearty push from women across 
the nation. First WRY arrivals in 
Canada, in December, were the one 








hundred tuberculosis sufferers and 
their families brought by the fed- 
eral government, to be cured and 
settled. Speaking of this group to 
her home town Hamilton Council 
of Women, Hon. Ellen Fairclough, 
minister of citizenship and immi- 
gration, said, “There must in addi- 
tion be a multitude of individual 
efforts which spring from the deep 
roots of our religious and demo- 
cratic faith.” 


Some of the additional efforts: 
Under the Canadian Committee for 
WRY, of which Miss Muriel Jacob- 
son, of Hamilton and Toronto, is 
director, city groups have set finan- 
cial targets according to size (Ed- 
monton: eighty thousand dollars; 
Montreal: four hundred thousand), 
to close camps and rehabilitate ref- 
ugees. Women heading city com- 
mittees include Vancouver’s Mrs. 
H. H. Steen, Saskatoon’s Mrs. A. 
L. Caldwell and Winnipeg’s Mrs. 
Campbell Haig. Junior League 
president Mrs. Henry B. Ross set 
up the Halifax committee. Long- 
time refugee programs have been 
stepped up by such women’s organ- 
izations as the IODE, Women’s 
Institutes YWCA and University 
Women. Mrs. Ward Markle, of 
Toronto, national citizenship con- 
venor for the Catholic Women’s 
League, crossed the country to en- 
list support for a parish-adopt-a- 
family plan to start in April. 


The National Council of Jewish 
Women, under co-chairmen Mrs. 
Barney Morris and Mrs. Aaron G. 
Volpe of Toronto, is taking a refu- 
gee family (again, hard-core, handi- 
capped category) in each of its fif- 
teen districts. Women of the 
Protestant denominations are co- 
ordinating WRY drives through the 
Canadian Council of Churches. 


Quote of the month 


The Dowager Marchioness of Read- 
ing, founder of Britain’s Women’s 
Voluntary Service (four hundred 
thousand women forty-nine 
projects), at a press conference in 
Toronto: “The mistake people have 
made in the past is treating volun- 
teers as if they were half-wits and 
made of glass—which they’re not. 
We sack them if they don’t keep 
up.” 

what’s new Continued on page 8 
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BROWSE HERE... 


for recent books you have fully intended to 


read and have missed, or for others you have 


long neglected to add to your library. This 


trial membership will demonstrate how you 


can end such continuous oversights. 


>k 
101. Exodus 


by Leon urts. (Retail price $4.95) 


102. Doctor Zhivago 1) 


BORIS PASTERNAK. (Retail price $4.50) 


103. The War Lover 1» 


JOHN HERSEY. (Retail price $5.50) 


104. Advise and Consent 1» 


ALLEN pruRY. (Retail price $6.50) 


105. The Ugly American 


by WILLIAM J, LEDERER and 
EUGENE BuRDICK. (Retail price $4.75) 


106. The Years with Ross 


by JaMEs THURBER, Illustrated 
(Retail price $5.50) 
107. John Paul Jones by 


SAMUEL ELIOT MORISON. I]lustrated 


50) 


(Retail price $7 


108. Act One by MOSS HART 

(Retail price $5) 
109. It’s Good to Be Alive 

by roy CAMPANELLA. Illustrated 

(Retail price $5) 


110. The Harmless People 
by ELIZABETH MARSHALL THOMAS 
Illustrated. (Retail price $5.25) 
. Elizabeth the Great 
by ELIZABETH JENKINS. Illustrated 
(Retail price $4.25) 
112. The King Must Die »y 


(Retail price $3.25) 


1 


os 


MARY RENAULT 


113. Anatomy of a Murder py 


ROBERT TRAVER. (Retail price $4.50) 
114. What We Must Know About 
Communism 
by HARRY and BONARO OVERSTREFT 
(Retail price $4.75) 
115. The Crisis of the Old Order 
by ARTHUR M. SCHLESINGER, JR 
Vol. I of The Age of Roosevelt 
(Retail price $7.25) 
116. The Coming of the New Deal 
by ARTHUR M. SCHLESINGER, JR 


Vol. II. (Retail price $8) 


* 
117. Aku-Aku 


by THOR HEYERDAHIL 
Retail price $4.50 
118. Peter Freuchen’s Book of the 
Seven Seas (Retail price $10) 

119. The Birth of Britain 


by WINSTON S. CHURCHILI 
1 History of the English 
Retail price $6.50) 


120. The New World 


by WINSTON S. CHURCHILI 
Vol. II. (Retail price $6.50) 


Vol. I of 


Speaking Peoples 


12 


. The Age of Revolution 
by WINSTON S. CHURCHILL 


Vol. III. (Retail price $6.50) 


122. The Great Democracies 
by WINSTON S. CHURCHILI 
Vol. IV. (Retail price $6.50) 


123. A Treasury of Science 
Edited by HARLOW SHAPLEY 
(Retail price $8.50) 
124. The Autobiography of 
Mark Twain 


Edited by CHARLES NEIDER 
(Retail price $6) 

125. Inside Russia Today py 
(Retail price $6.75) 


126. The Affluent Society 


by JOHN KENNETH GALBRAITH 


JOHN GUNTHER 


(Retail price $6) 
129. The Dead Sea Scrolls py 


MILLAR BuRROWS. (Retail price $7.25) 


130. Reading for Pleasure 
Edited by BENNETT CERF 
(Retail price $6.75) 


131. Alarms and Diversions 
by JAMES THURBER 
(Retail price $4.50) 
132. A Study of History, a 2-vol. 
abridgment of the Toynbee 


work (Retail price $12) 
Each vol. $1 
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BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB 


OFFERS YOU... | 








ANY FOUR 


FOR $] EACH™ 


IF YOU AGREE TO BUY FOUR ADDITIONAL BOOKS DURING 
THE NEXT YEAR AT THE MEMBERS’ PRICES . . . WHICH 
AVERAGE 20% LESS THAN THE REGULAR RETAIL PRICES 








l 








The Complete Short Stories 
of W. Somerset Maugham 
2 vols Retail price $13 75) 
Each vol. $1 
The Complete Works of 
0. Henry 


a 


2 vols. (Retail price $12 


Each vol. $1 
The Complete Sherlock 
Holmes 


2 vols 


by CONAN DOYLE 
Retail price $7) 
Each vol. $1 


The Bounty Trilogy 
by NORDHOFE 
Retail price $7.25) 
Fireside Book of Favorite 
American Songs 


Edited by MARGARET B. BONI 


nd HALL 


Retail price $6) 
The Gathering Storm 
Vol. I of The Second World War 
by WINSTON s 
Retail price $7.50) 
Their Finest Hour 
by WINSTON S$. CHURCHILI 
Vol. If. (Retail price $7.50) 
The Grand Alliance 


by WINSTON § 


Vol. Ill. (Retail price $7.50) 
The Hinge of Fate 


by WINSTON S. CHURCHILI 


CHURCHILL 


HtrrRcHict 


Vol. IV. (Retail price $7.50) 
Closing the Ring 

by WINSTON S. CHURCHILL 

Vol. V. (Retail price $7.50) 


Triumph and Tragedy 
by WINSTON S. CHURCHILL 
Vol. VI. (Retail price $7.50) 
The Story of Philosophy 
(Retail price $6) 
Studies in the Psychology of 
Sex by HAVELOCK ELtts- 2 vols 


(Retail price $15) 
Each vol. $1 


by WILL DURANT 


GOOD SENSE FOR EVERY READING FAMILY 


Shon PURPOSE of this suggested trial member- 
ship is to demonstrate two things by your own 
experience: First, that you can really keep your- 
self from missing, through oversight or overbusy- 
ness, books you fully intend to read; second, the 
advantages of the Club’s Book-Dividend system, 
through which members regularly receive valu- 
able library volumes—either without charge or at 
a small fraction of their price—simply by buying 
books they would buy anyway. The offer de- 
scribed here really represents “advanced” Book- 
Dividends earned by the purchase of the four 


books you engage to buy later. 


* The four books you choose will be sent to 
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postage). 


you immediately, and you will be billed one dol- 
lar for each volume (plus a small charge for 


* You have a wide choice always—over 200 
Selections and Alternates during the year 


* If you continue after buying the four addi- 
tional books called for in this trial member- 
ship, with every second Club choice you buy 
you will receive, without charge, a valuable Book- 
Dividend averaging around $7 in retail value. 
Since the inauguration of this profit-sharing plan, 
$220,000,000 worth of books (retail value) have 


been earned and received by Club members as 


Book-Dividends. 


152. Bartlett’s Familiar 
Quotations 


Thirteenth edition. (Retail price $11) 


153. Standard Handbook of 
Synonyms and Antonyms py 


JAMES ¢ Retail price $4.25 


154. An Encyclopedia of World 
History 


Edited by wittttamt 


FERNALD 


LANGER 
Retail price $10) 


156. Encyclopedia of the Opera 


by pavip ewen. (Retail price $8.50) 


157. The Popular Medical Encyclo- 
pedia by MORRIS FISHBEIN, M.D 


Retail price $5.75) 


158. Goren’s New Contract Bridge 
Complete by CHARLES HM. GOREN 
(Retail price $5.75) 

159. Vogue's Book of Etiquette 
by MILLICENT FENWICK 


Retail price $6) 


160. Singer Sewing Book 
by MARY BROOKS PICKEN 


Retail price $4.55) 


161. The New Joy of Cooking 
by 1RMA S. ROMBAUER and 


MARION R. BECKER. (Retail price $5.50) 


162. A Child’s Geography of the 
World by v. M. HILLYER 


Revised by &. G. HuEY 


163. Winnie the Pooh jx» The 


House at Pooh Corner 


by a. A. MILNE 


Jllustrated by &. H. SHEPARD 

Both Vols. for $1 

164. When We Were Very Young 
snp Now We Are Six 


by A. A. MILNE 


ustrated by &. H. SHEPARD 


Both vols. for $1 


165. The Travels of Marco Polo 


Illustrated in full color 


Retail price $6.95) 


166. The Russian Revolution »y 


ALAN MOOREHEAD. (Retail price $5) 


167. Spring on an Arctic Island 
by KATHARINE SCHERMAN 


Retail price $5.50) 


168. The New Class by 

Retail price $4.75) 

169. The Complete Book of 
Furniture Repair and 
Refinishing 


MILOVAN DJILAS 


by RALPH KINNEY 
Retail price $4.75) 
170. Long Day’s journey Into 

Night by EUGENE O’NFILE 


Retail price $4 


171. Three Novels 


WILDER 


by THORNTON 


Retail price $5.25) 


172. A Treasury of Short Stories 
Edited by 


BERNARDINE KIELTY 


Retail price $7.50) 








In the case of multi-volume sets, each volume is to be counted 
as a separate purchase at 


$1, wnless otherwise noted. 





BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB, Inc. 


me $4.00 (plus postage 
Selections—or Alternate 


choices (in addition to thos 
fourth purchase, if I continue 
second Selection—or Alternate~I buy 
postage and mailing expenses.) 
books offered to members at a 


345 Hudson Street, New York 14, N. Y. 


Please enroll me as a member of the Book-of-the-Month Club’ and 
four library volumes whose numbers | kave indicated in boxes below 
I agree to purchase at least four additional monthly 
year | am a member 
buy only four such books in any twelve-month period to maintain membership 
I have the right to cancel my membership any time after buying four Club 


during the first 


included in this introductory offer). The price 
will never be more than the publisher’s price, and frequently les 
I am to receive a Book-Dividend’ with every 


PLEASE NOTE: A Double Selection—or a set of 
pecial combined price—is counted as a single 


book in fulfilling the membership obligation to buy four Club choices 


INDICATE BY NUMBER IN BOXES BELOW THE FOUR BOOKS YOU WANT 


C622 
end the 
billing 


Thereafter I need 


After my 


A small charge is added to cover 





eee Ee eet: 


ce Rh ees 








Books for Canadian members 
free, and may be paid f r 
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Your skin can be 
smooth as this paper 





Glowingly Soft and Bright 
Gloriously Free from Blemishes 


You have tried many different soaps and creams... why not Cuticura? 
Results are usually highly noticeable in just a few days. Get the full 


treatment and see . . . it’s simply this: 


Superemollient Cuticura Soap for twice daily, one-minute lather- 
massage. Softening, soothing, purifying lather tones, freshens, brightens 
and protects as it cleanses. This exquisite soap is the complexion secret 
of lovely women all over the world. 

Cuticura Ointment to soften and gently stimulate as it works overnight 


blackheads, soothe and 
blemishes. A family favorite for more than 3 generations. 


to counteract dryness, speed out relieve 


Cuticura Medicated Liquid to cool and refresh as it cleanses antisep- 
tically, curbs oiliness, checks blemish bacteria, dries up and_ heals 
pimples fast, fast, fast. Buy all 3 at toiletry counters. Satisfaction or 
money back, 

For FREE folder, “Lovelier Skin in 5 Days” describing correct way 
to wash your face, write Cuticura, Dept. C-20, 9471 La Salle Blvd., 
La Salle, Quebec. 











ory 


World's best known name in skin care 





what's new 
to see and hear 


By EDNA MAY 


Two at the top 


What's this? Canadian matrons buy- 
ing out French songs? Canadian 
males raving about a “mature mid- 
dle-aged beauty”? The conquest Is 
led by France’s highest-paid singer- 
actor Yves Montand and his act- 
ress-wife Simone Signoret, star of 
the highly 
censored film Room At The Top 


successful but much- 
(which at press time was still on 
Saskatchewan’s banned list). When 
I met the famous French couple | 
was struck with their natural easy- 
-no tenseness and no 
Both 


careers, ten years 


going ways 
North 


agreed that two 


American — twitch. 


of married life, plus a_thirteen- 
year-old daughter (Simone’s by a 
previous marriage) can add up to a 
“verree’” happy home. The secret to 
their success: Simone takes only a 
roles she 


few specialized really 


likes, and both arrange their sched- 
ules to avoid long separations, even | 
turning down contracts when neces- 
sary. Now they're in Japan and both 
are considering Hollywood offers. | 
(You can hear Montand on Colum- 
bia LP WL 150 and FL 235.) 


For men 
on their toes 


Ballet dancer David Adams has 
turned choreographer and the pre- | 





ballets, 
Pas de Deux Romantique, will open | 


miéere of one of his new 





Dancers Lois Smith and David Adams. 





Ba 
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France’s Simone Signoret and Yves 
Montand tell Edna May (centre) how 
they combine careers and marriage. 


the National Ballet’s visit to the 
Royal Alexandra in Toronto (Feb- 
ruary | to 27). He’s dedicated this 
work to his wife Lois Smith, and 
the brilliant pair will dance it to- 
gether. 

Speaking of men in the ballet, 
National Ballet’s 


Franca, tells me, 


director, Celia 


“Many young 


Canadian boys now realize ballet 


is not a sissy profession, but their 


Ballet's Celia Franca, columnist May: 
The fathers have something to learn. 


fathers convinc- 
15 of the 


company’s 41 dancers are men; the 


sometimes need 


ing.” Present statistics: 


National Ballet School, a_residen- 
tial school offering both complete 
high-school curriculum and ballet 
training, has 26 students—all girls! 
In the additional ballet classes of 
240 pupils, only 18 are boys. 


Learning 
with TV 


If you want your preschooler to 
learn French, try exposing him to 
Montreal’s Hélene 
now performing on 
Chez Héléene over CBC television 
every weekday afternoon. This pro- 


the charms of 
Baillargeon, 


gram looks simple but is based on 


the latest methods of teaching, 
using no grammar, no writing, just 
the sound of the language. Also 
time, half-hour pr 


grams aimed at the schools are ‘ 


for the first 


what’s new Continued on page 








Smartly Mode rn 


Subdued but not timid, here’s a theme in tune 
with today’s elegant décor. Start with a soft- 
sheen ‘‘Handicraft’? floor (H775) of ivory 
flecked with grey, add drapes of a pale-lipstick 
pink and flaunt a deep red note on your 
chairs. Lovely, not loud! 


Dominion Oilcloth & Linoleum Co. Limited e 


Romantically Polyne Ss ia ) 


Shades of the South Seas! A luscious orange, a hap- 
py blue, and a chair that almost transports you to 
the tropics! Colourful but elegantly quiet with soft- 
sheen tiles of mulberry “Handicraft”, this is a 
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Step elegantly into fashion with 


the soft-sheen floor 
DOMINION LINOLEUM 


A warm palette of colour in this tropically 
inspired room, but it isn’t noisy colour as 
you can see. Colour smartly understated is 
the correct note in modern décor, and 
that’s why Dominion Linoleum fits in so 
well with its suave soft-sheen. This floor 
in Dominion “Handicraft” tiles not only 


has the quality look that is the essence of 


elegance; it really delivers quality, too! 
Won’t show scratches, sheds ordinary 


r 


u 


Vai 


berry 


room as restful as a view of a smooth lagoon... Mul- 
**Handicraft”’ tiles, No. 784 with orange and 

sets of Dominion ‘Battleship’. Honey inset HA 
is Jaspé (J738), also shown in background foyer. 


burns, wears as long as you want it. For 
ideas, exciting ideas, wonderful ideas on 
modern home decoration, be sure to get 
your copy of the new fully illustrated book, 
“Modern Floor Décor’’. Send 25¢ to Home 
Planning Dept., Dominion Oilcloth & 
Linoleum Co. Ltd., 2200 St. Catherine 
St. E., Montreal. Free illustrated guides 
on colour selection, installation and main- 
tenance, available on request. 


FOR SPECIAL 


CANADA...SOLD BY 


BY-THE-YARD FOR THE 
EFFECTS . E... 
NDICRAFT ... BATTLESHIP... TILECRAFT... MADE ONLY IN 


Co) 


The soft-sheen “Handicraft” floor (H762) is 
cinnamon, spiced with other subtle tones. 
Pick up the yellow in the floor with your 
rough-linen drapes, and again in the bold 
stripes of your chesterfield fabric. Elegantly 
rustic, not “‘countrified”’! 


Makers of Dominion Linoleum, Dominion Vinyl Tile, Asphalt Tile and Associated Products 
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SMART SEAMLESS LOOK, OR IN TILES 
.. MARBOLEUM... DOMINION JASPE 
RETAILERS. 


STYLE-SETTING CANADIAN 
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‘the gleam of 
stainless steel’ 


Al EATON'S oF CANADA 
coast to coast 


It’s the BIG ‘“‘eleam of stainless steel” presentation at 
Eaton’s retail stores from coast to coast. You ll see 


hundreds of beautiful, durable nickel stainless steel 


products for the home. So practical...so economical 


because stainless steel is easy to clean and keep clean, 
won t rust, never loses its lovely lustrous look. 
Nickel does great things for stainless—strengthens it, 
gives it greater durability, helps it withstand heat and 
corrosion...ensures years of good hard use. Look for the 


18-8" mark which identifies nickel stainless steel products. 





Shop Eaton’s often for wonderful values in gleaming 
nickel stainless steel. Available at or through 
any Eaton retail store, order office, or through 


Eaton's mail order catalogue. 


makes stainless steel 
perform better, longer 
THE INTERNATIONAL NICKEL 


COMPANY OF CANADA, LIMITED 
Toronto, Ontario 

















It’s “Cream of Wheat’ weather...so start 
your family with hot “Cream of Wheat’— 


Canada’s favourite hot wheat cereal. Fla- 





vour, food-energy, nourishment a-plenty. 


Such a wonderful way to begin the day! 
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what's hlew [0 sée ANA HEAP continses 


every Wednesday afternoon, From 


2 


February 3 to 24, you can look in 


and see what the young are learning 
about Children of Other Lands and 
Science About Us. Most ambitious 





TV's Héléne Baillargeon and Anthony 
Tremblay prove learning can be fun. 


project of all comes up in March 
when Where History Was Made 
wil take children to famous spots, 
from Champlain’s Port Royal to 
the Plains of Abraham and Hell's 
Gate on the Fraser Canyon. 


What's going on 
at the art galleries 





For the first time in Canada, a pri- 
vate gallery has presented a sculp- 
ture show featuring the modern 
masters — ten in all— from Eng- 
land’s Henry Moore to Italy’s Mar- 
ino Marini. The unique showing 
was brought off by the Laing Gal- 
leries in Toronto. During the next 
few weeks Laing will offer paintings 
by Jacques de Tonnancour, a com- 
plete show of work by Canada’s 
Harold Town, and an exhibition of 
old-master drawings, ranging from 
the fifteenth to eighteenth century. 

Ronald L. Bloore, director of 
the Norman MacKenzie Art Gal- 
lery in Regina, is getting ready to 
open his important February Pur- 


chase 


Award Show of Canadian 
painters and sculptors from across 
the country. The show is made pos- 
sible by a two-thousand-dollar grant 
from the Canada Council and the 


University of Saskatchewan. 


Old pro and 
young love 


Just off the press is The Strange 
One, by Ontario novelist and natur- 
alist Fred Bodsworth (Dodd, Mead, 
$5.50). This 
about a young University of Toron- 
to student of Scottish background 


is a moving story 


and his love for a Cree girl who 
has by the 
community. 


been rejected white 
How intense the love of an inno- 
cent thirteen - year-old can be is 
vividly brought out in Children in 
$3), written 
French - Canadian 
author Claire France when she was 


Love (Ryerson, by 


twenty-year-old 


eighteen. The book was published 


first in French, in Montreal and 


Paris. This English translation suc- 
cessfully conveys a tender and—it 


you're a parent—perhaps a slightly 





Author Fred Bodsworth: 


of 


tender love 


against a_ background rejection. 


disturbing, insight into the love that 
can mean so much to the very 


young. END 
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NEW! 


This is the 
Instant that’s 
delicious 


for drinking! 











Carnation ‘““Magic Crystals” burst into fresh flavor 
skim milk instantly—for as little as 9f a quart! 





Your whole family will enjoy drinking Carnation 
Instant. It’s really delicious! And so good for 
them. Carnation Instant Powdered Skim Milk 
provides all the calcium, B-vitamins and protein 
of fresh whole milk with just the fat removed. 
And it is made from choicest milk from Canada’s 
finest dairy herds. 

You can use Carnation Instant for cooking, 
too. No special recipes needed. It even whips! 


Gives you a wonderfully light and fluffy topping 
for desserts at only 1¢ a serving and with 24 less 
calories than whipped cream! 

Discover for yourself how convenient — how 
really easy to mix powdered skim milk can be. 
Takes all the work and trouble out of mixing. 
Just a light stir — and new Carnation “Magic 
Crystals” mix instantly, completely. No lumps. 
No sediment. 


— 
OLD-FASHIONED 
ROOuUCT 


Perhaps you tried 
powdered skim milk 


before 


hard to mix, 


INSTANT 


and found 


CARNATION 





it 


leaving 


lumps and sediment 


That 


Was at 0 


lal 


fashioned prod 
With 
Instant you! 

troubles are ove! 








AN ALL-CANADIAN PRODUCT 


new Carr 


4 at., 12 at., 
and new 32 at. sizes 


Save up to % on milk bills with Carnation Instant “Magic Crystals” 





Chatelaine @ February 1960 











so Ne 








GIVE 
YOUR FAMILY 
THE BENEFITS 


"GROWN-IN 
GOODNESS" 





IN GOLDEN FOIL FOR YOUR PROTECTION 


FLEISCHMANN’S 
100% CORN OIL 


MARGARINE 


If you have your family’s interests at heart, you'll delight 
in the new Fleischmann’s 100% Corn Oil Margarine— 
margarine with the “‘grown-in goodness” of 100% golden 
Corn Oil—-acknowledged to be finer, costlier, and the most 


desirable of all vegetable oils. 


That’s why Fleischmann’s Corn Oil Margarine is recom- 
mended for modern diets. Just try it! The surprise is when 
you learn it’s margarine. 


THE GREATEST MARGARINE DISCOVERY IN 50 YEARS 
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by Lawrence Galton 





Forecasting twins and triplets by machine 


From the fifth month on, it is now possible to determine with 
hundred-percent accuracy whether a pregnancy will result in a 
single child, twins or triplets. By applying the electroencephalo- 
graph — the machine ordinarily used to measure brain waves — 
to the mother’s body, United States Navy physicians have been 
able to detect tiny heartbeats within the womb, When used be- 
tween the twentieth and twenty-seventh weeks, the machine has 
been absolutely accurate. It has been helpful but less accurate 
when used as early as the eleventh week of pregnancy. 


Cleft palates — the when and why of treatment 


Many children born with cleft palates run the risk of developing 
a partial hearing loss — but the risk can be lessened by early 
surgical repair of the palate. This is indicated by a study of 172 
youngsters treated at the University of Kansas Medical Center. 
A child born with a cleft, or split, in the palate (the roof of the 
mouth) suffers repeated damaging infections of the middle ear, 
often followed by a conduction type of hearing loss, Fewer than 
one out of three children operated on before the age of eighteen 
months suffered a hearing loss, while more than half of those who 
were two or older at the time of surgery showed hearing impair- 
ments. Rehabilitation of children born with cleft palates has aimed 
at restoring normal speech and unimpaired growth of the face; it 
should also include, the Kansas physicians urge, prevention — by 
early treatment — of hearing loss. 


This drug fights anxiety 


Stelazine, after encouraging results in hospitalized mentally ill 
patients, now has produced excellent results in nonhospitalized 
patients with acute and chronic anxiety, melancholia, and anxiety 
with depression. A London, Ont., psychiatrist tried it in seventy- 
two patients. Fifty-two became symptom-free and could return to 
jobs or normal responsibilities. Twelve others reported definite 
improvement. A notable fact was that a majority of the patients 
discontinued the medication voluntarily and continued to feel well. 
This was in contrast, reports the psychiatrist, to his experience 
with other tranquilizing drugs on which patients improved but only 
while continuing to take the medication. 


Stomach ulcer — or cancer? 


Ulcers in the stomach, unlike those in the duodenum, sometimes 
carry a risk of cancer. Now a new technique for photographing 
the interior of the stomach in color helps to differentiate between 
a benign ulcer and a malignant growth. The finding has been made 
by physicians at Northwestern University in Evanston, Ill. A small 
camera is attached to a gastroscope, an instrument which is in- 
serted through the mouth into the stomach, Through a series of 
prisms, the image from the interior of the stomach is reflected to 
the camera lens. Release of the shutter activates an electronic 
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Originality comes in many forms... 
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Put a snowman in the hands of a creative genius and anything can happen. Put the 
design of a car in the hands of people who have nourished and trained that precious 
talent of originality— and something very beautiful can happen. It happened to 


Pontiac for 1960. Take a long look...clean, crisp and as fresh as the winter air. 


SEE THE ORIGINAL AT YOUR PON ’ 1AC DEALER'S 
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Your Doctor will agree 


ET’S FACE IT—there are days when a woman just 
doesn’t feel up to par—when nerves are stretched taut — 
when irritations mount up ’til a body can hardly stand it. 


Jeing a woman, you probably follow this pattern. On your 
‘down’ days you may take many cups of tea or coffee 
trying to calm your nerves and soothe vour ruffled feelings. 
Many people can do this of course, without harming them- 
selves. But others just can not. 

If you asked your Doctor about this, he would tell you that 


‘ 


tea and coffee contain stimulants, drugs, caffein. Instead 


of getting the relief you crave, your symptoms are aggravated, 


you become even more tense and disturbed. 


Next time those worrisome days come along, you can 
take a hot beverage that really will comfort you—Instant 
Postum. There’s a beverdge that’s safe. Instant Postum is not 
like tea or coffee. There are no stimulants, drugs or caffein in 
Instant Postum. The comforting flavor and aroma will delight 
you. Why drag through another month when you can let 
Instant Postum help you so easily ! Get a jar. Drink Instant 
Postum faithfully. Experience for yourself the 
ease, the calm it brings you, as you become Oa tiion 
happier, brighter, like your usual gay self. 





Instant 


There is no substitute for 
STUM 


Instant POSTUM &® 


A Product of General Foods, Limited 
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here’s health CONTINUED 


flash in the stomach that is bright enough to permit the picture 
to be taken, but too brief to produce enough heat to be harmful. 
The gastroscope-camera has been used with good results in five 
hundred patients. 


There are many possible causes of hearing impairment. Now a 
new technique promises to help in cases in which the trouble 
stems from a gap in the chain of bones within the middle ear — a 
loss of continuity that interferes with passage of sound waves. The 
new corrective technique employs a special plastic material, a 
polyurethane foam, as a glue to hold the bones together, eliminat- 
ing the gap. After animal experiments that established both the 
effectiveness and apparent safety of the material, it has been used 
in the first two human patients and has improved hearing in both. 


Help for the moody aged 


Some elderly people undergo a progressive decline in ability to 
experience pleasure; they feel a growing sense of frustration, un- 
happiness and displeasure. They tend to become depressed, irrit- 
able, withdrawn — to be subject to disturbing swings of mood. In 
studies at Montreal’s McGill University, a drug, Tofranil, has 
produced positive and favorable results in a majority of such 
patients. In addition to relieving dejection and other symptoms, 
the drug helps to prevent mood swings, and also helps to renew 
interest, activity, memory and judgment. 


Do tonsil operations help allergies? 


Asthma and nasal allergy are no indications for removing the 
tonsils. So a study of seventy patients at one United States hos- 
pital’s allergy clinic indicates. According to this study tonsillectomy 
not only will not cure allergic disease, but may induce new allergic 
manifestations. Fifty patients had had some type of allergy before 
tonsillectomy; twenty were nonallergic before operation. Only 
two of the allergic patients showed any improvement after tonsil 
removal, and both were under allergic treatment prior to and after 
surgery. Of the twenty who had been nonallergic, all developed 
some manifestation of allergy following surgery, and all told, of 
the seventy patients, sixteen became asthmatic after tonsil removal. 
Investigators at the clinic urge that in any allergic patient, or in 
any patient in whom allergy is a possibility, tonsil removal should 
be avoided until the allergy is brought under control, 


ae oa ey . : a 
Rheumatic fever: does ag bring relief: 


As they get older, people who have had rheumatic fever appear to 
be less susceptible to repeat attacks and also to the streptococcal 
infections believed to be responsible for rheumatic fever, Chicago 
physicians studied 285 adolescents and adults who had been free 
of rheumatic fever for at least five years. Drugs aimed at trying 
to prevent strep infections were discontinued. The patients were 
then checked at regular intervals. Recurrence rates of both strep 
infections and rheumatic fever were relatively low — lower, in 
fact, than among groups of children who had had rheumatic fever 
and were still receiving antibiotics and other drugs regularly to 
prevent recurrences. END 
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Magazine Home De orating Department 


FASHION AND FLO-GLAZE GET TOGETHER fact 


to give you fashion-color paints 


every type of finish. ..the widest range of 


Your FASHION SENSE isn’t just your clothes 
or your accessories. The color mood that is you 
extends to your surroundings. Only Flo-glaze 
Colorizer paints give you the fashion colors that 
enable you to capture this mood when you 
decorate your home. For only in the Flo-glaze 
Colorizer color range of 1322 colors can you 
find the precise colors and combination of colors 
you choose. And those 1322 colors come in 


The Imperial Flo-glaze Paints Ltd., Canada 


Colorizer PAINTS 








lo-glaze 
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colors ever offered. 

To help you in your selection of colors, visit 
your Flo-glaze Colorizer Dealer or send for the 
new Flo-glaze ‘‘Mr. and Mrs.’’ Home Decorat- 
ing Guide, specially designed to enable you to 
become your own interior decorating expert. 
Simply fill in and mail the coupon. Please 
enclose 10 cents to cover handling charges. 


’s Largest All-Canadian Paint Company 


3. APPROVAL 
‘Sri 


ee ee ee 


Send me the new Home Decorating Guide 
“Mr. & Mrs. Colors for 1960" 


| enclose 10c to help cover 
cost of handling 


Name 
PRINT 


Address 





Town Prov. 
Mail coupon to: imperial Flo-glaze Paints Ltd., 
Dept. C2, 6 Morse Street, Toronto 8. 
[os © FF Ff Ff Ff Fh hUm.LhUmG.LUG.LUDG.LUDGLUDG.LUDGLUDGL UGG 
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Two Dryers in one — Tumble drying with complete heat selection 
for regular loads plus exclusive STOP ’N DRY no-tumble drying 
that lets you Moffat-dry all sorts of extras—delicate lingerie, 
woolens, stuffed toys, galoshes, even lamp-shades. 


MOFFAT makes 
the difference 





oe Fi 


PER EET 
<<. 
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Pe 





si 


loading, sorting, unloading . . . automatic sprinkler for fast 
even dampening ...superfast wrinkle-free drying with largest 
capacity of any dryer .. . choice of electric or gas models. 


Moffat ranges, refrigerators, washers and dryers... 











Moffat makes the difference . . . 3-position hamper door for easiest 
I 
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By DR. MARION HILLIARD 





three | ages of 


Tatigue 


At the time of her death in 1958, Dr. Marion Hilliard, one of 





Canada’s best-known and most beloved physicians, was at work 
on a new—and perhaps her best—book, Women and Fatigue 
Completed by her friends Opal Boynton and Marion Robinson 
with the assistance of her brother, Dr. Irwin M. Hilliard, the book 
is scheduled for publication late this spring.. From its pages 
Chatelaine is proud to present six brilliant and exclusive articles, 


of which this is the second, 


Wows have special fatigues born of their female biology. 


The languid adolescent girl, the pregnant girl who can’t keep her 
eyes open, the exhausted mother, the bone-weary woman in 
middle age and menopause — all are typical fatigue portraits in 
the mind’s eye of the women’s doctor. 

Menstrual function is the outward and visible sign of the state 
of a woman’s total metabolism, and fatigue is a cause, not a result, 
of menstrual disturbance. The most dramatic illustration of this | 
ever saw was in Greece following World War II. 

When I was there in 1951 I was asked to examine and recom- 
mend treatment for women who were having all sorts of irregularity 
of menstrual function. | learned that during the war, when hunger 
was prevalent and the nutritional level so low that many people 
died of starvation, most of the women stopped menstruating; the 
young girls reaching puberty did not start. At the time of my 
examinations, girls of eighteen and nineteen were just showing 
Signs of starting the menstrual cycle, and women were suffering 
from a variety of menstrual difficulties. Though they had sur- 
vived the starvation years, the fatigue produced by prolonged 
inadequate diet and extraordinary stress had played havoc with 
their female functioning. 


How to understand yourself 


Different constitutions have different ways of showing ‘'¢ 
Strain and stress of emotional life. Some young girls have he. \- 
aches. Some are so nauseated in the morning that they can har'ly 
make it to the office. Some have pain in their menstrual peri 
and some have pain low down on the right side. 

The woman no man understands is generally a tired wom 
She’s unpredictable. She changes her mind. What seems on 
surface to be a small added chore becomes The Last St! 

The man who wants to learn to understand a woman shov 4 

Continued on page 
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Cream Com 
Carnivale 


YY Cu 
say Way to ‘sunny-up’ 
your supper with 
fresh-flavoured Aylmer corn! 
Corn that’s fresh from a summer-long soaking in sunshine! Golden 
corn to brighten up your gayest recipes! That's AYLMER Cream 


Style Corn—cooked with just the right touch of salt and sugar for 
sweet, pure eating. Serve it soon and enjoy that AYLMER Flavour. 





AYLMER CREAM 
CORN CARNIVALE 
5 or 6 sweet green peppers 
20 oz. tin Aylmer 
Fancy Cream Style Corn 
Salt, white pepper, 
dehydrated onion to taste 


Aylmer Pimiento. 


Remove the tops, seeds and veins 
from the peppers. Parboil the 
cases 3 minutes in boiling, salted 
water. Heat AYLMER Fancy 
Cream Style Corn, seasoned to 
taste. Drain the pepper cases. 
Fill with corn. Garnish with 


strips of AYLMER pimiento. 





Sunshine fresh... that -f\yler Plavour : 
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don’t despair 


... CALGON* rinses gray clothes 
white and soft again, 
or—double your money back! 


*Reg. T.M. 
Try this prove-it-yourself test 
1. Wash and rinse a load your usual way 


2. Refill with hot water... 
agitate 5 minutes. 


leave in washer. 


add a cup of Calgon water conditioner ... then 
3. Surprise! A layer of old, left-in suds and dirt appears! Calgon itself does 
not make suds. They were embedded in the clothes during previous wash- 
ings. Calgon rinsed out the suds and dirt. 
Regular use of Calgon will remove the gray. . 
fabrics naturally soft and new looking. 

Not soap, not detergent, not bluing, not bleach. No other washday product 
does what Calgon does for white and colored clothes, diapers, wash ’n wear. 
And safe, gentle Calgon water conditioner can’t harm the most delicate fabric. 
Here’s our guarantee: 

Try a box of Calgon. If you're <8. 
not satisfied that Calgon is all that d 


we say it is, send the box top to al 
Caigqgon “« 


Calgon, Pittsburgh 30, Pa., and 
WATER i CONDITIONER 


. restore brightness . 


.. keep 


get double your money back! 


RINSE AWAY THE GRAY WITH CALGON 


20 
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WOMAN'S THREE AGES OF FATIGUE 


Continued from page 18 


Fatigue often wears the face of frustration. 
Over and over I have seen this In women who t 
ac » the impossible, or avoid the inevitable” 


know that she is just as unpredictable to herself as to anyone 
else. The uneven rise and fall of available energy is a complete 
mystery to her until she makes a real study of herself and her 
energy patterns. He should know that the uncertainty reaches a 
peak in menopause, and he should try, in imagination at least, 
to understand what it’s like never to know exactly how you are 
going to feel; what you can depend on; whether your energy is 
going to be up, down, or completely missing; when you are going 
to feel unreasonably like biting someone’s head off, and when 
you're going to be chiefly concerned with your own splitting 
head. 


How should you spend your energy? 

Most women have to make a choice of how they will spend 
their energy. A woman can be an excellent cook and housekeeper. 
She can have a family and do a grand job of bringing up her 
children. She can entertain charmingly. She can keep herself taste- 
fully clothed and beautifully groomed. She can be a joyous and 
exuberant sex partner. Each of these takes energy. Inevitably 
she will “major” in one or two and “minor” in the others. 

Women are constantly making these choices, whether they 
realize it or not. When they learn to know themselves well and 
make conscious choices, they make more sense to other people, 
including husbands. 

“Doctor-shopping” is sometimes a symptom of fatigue. The 
woman who goes from doctor to doctor is usually searching for 
reassurance, not about a symptom, but about what lies behind 
the symptom. A friend has cancer; she begins to be afraid she 
has it too. A radio or TV program reminds her that she has a 
pain in the stomach, a headache, or a backache; she decides she 
must go see about it. 

Of course a doctor always has to deal with the symptom first 
But I have learned to sit down with a patient in the consulting 
room and say, “Well, your back is all right. How are you getting 
along with your sister-in-law?” Sometimes it’s a mother-in-law. 
| have to find out what's causing that backache. 


Demand wha 


t 


want and you lose 


Fatigue often wears the face of frustration. Over and over 
again I have seen this in women who are trying to achieve the 
impossible, or avoid the inevitable. In women who are trying too 
hard to accomplish the not-impossible I have seen it, too. 

I believe there is a fundamental principle in dealing with 
the life force: if you demand what you want, you almost always 
lose. Pushing your own small immediate wishes without thought 
for a total plan seldom results in real happiness or fulfillment. 

Yes, fatigue has many faces. The frustrated, the bored, the 
lonely, those who suffer from inability to love or make love. The 
genuinely overworked. Those who try to be all things to all people. 
Those who live with secret fear or guilt; those who live with 
uncertainty. 

We must look within ourselves and find the way to the love, 
joy, happiness, and confidence which will release energy for our 
use. 


In Shakespeare’s Twelfth Night these | Continued on page 71 
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NESCAFE Sterling Silver Coffee Spoons p+ 
t ROGERS ¢ STERLING . * 
in classic WILD ROSE pattern by REGULAR # 
ne the International Silver Company RETAIL VALUE $2.25 xe 
te Delicately carved handle in rose motif ] . 
7 with base of graceful slenderness NOW YOURS & 
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For the hostess who takes pride in a gracious table, the coffee you'll serve : yi . a 
with pride—New Blend 19 Nescafé. Here in your cup is the full, i ~ a ne 
fresh-roasted flavor and aroma you enjoy only in the finest ; ie — 
blended coffees ... and Nescafé is blended by the world’s 
most experienced makers of instant coffee ! Try it. Delight your guests 


and brighten your day with Nescafé. 











Please send me 
Spoon(s) I enclose $ 


innerseal(s) from Nescafe jars 


NAME 
ADDRESS 
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don’t despair 


... CALGON* rinses gray clothes 
white and soft again, 
or—double your money back! 


*Reg. T.M. 

Try this prove-it-yourself test 

1. Wash and rinse a load your usual way —leave in washer. 

2. Refill with hot water ...add a cup of Calgon water conditioner . . . then 
agitate 5 minutes. 

3. Surprise! A layer of old, left-in suds and dirt appears! Calgon itself does 
not make suds. They were embedded in the clothes during previous wash- 
ings. Calgon rinsed out the suds and dirt. 

Regular use of Calgon will remove the gray .. . 

fabrics naturally soft and new looking. 

Not soap, not detergent, not bluing, not bleach. No other washday product 
does what Calgon does for white and colored clothes, diapers, wash ’n wear. 
And safe, gentle Calgon water conditioner can’t harm the most delicate fabric. 
Here’s our guarantee: 

Try a box of Calgon. If you’re 
not satisfied that Calgon is all that 


we say it is, send the box top to 
Calgon, Pittsburgh 30, Pa., and Ca Onl 


get double your money back! WATE 
RINSE AWAY THE GRAY WITH CALGON Rf CONDITIONER 


restore brightness . . . keep 
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NESCAFE Box 19, Niagara Falls, Ontario 


Sterling Silver Coffee Also send me 





SPECIAL 
ADDITIONAL 
OFFER! 


NESCAFE Server & Warmer 


(as illustrated) 


Genuine Silex coffee carafe and 
warmer with full 8 cup capacity, 
clearly marked for easy measur- 
ing. Heat proof plastic handle 
and matching top. Complete 
with handsome black warmer 
stand and candle. Regular 
value $7.45 


ONLY Fveremlalal-1a-1:1-] migelen 
Lee Mele) one jar of Nescafé 











Coffee Server(s) and 





Warmer(s). I enclose $.......... and . 






innerseal(s) from Nescafe jars. 


(please print) 


PROV. (C2) 


How should you spend your energy? 


Most women have to make a choice of how they will spend 
their energy. A woman can be an excellent cook and housekeeper. 
She can have a family and do a grand job of bringing up her 
children. She can entertain charmingly. She can keep herself taste- 
fully clothed and beautifully groomed. She can be a joyous and 
exuberant sex partner. Each of these takes energy. Inevitably 
she will “major” in one or two and “minor” in the others. 

Women are constantly making these choices, whether they 
realize it or not. When they learn to know themselves well and 
make conscious choices, they make more sense to other people, 
including husbands. 

“Doctor-shopping” is sometimes a symptom of fatigue. The 
woman who goes from doctor to doctor is usually searching for 
reassurance, not about a symptom, but about what lies behind 
the symptom. A friend has cancer; she begins to be afraid she 
has it too. A radio or TV program reminds her that she has a 
pain in the stomach, a headache, or a backache; she decides she 
must go see about it. 

Of course a doctor always has to deal with the symptom first. 
But I have learned to sit down with a patient in the consulting 
room and say, “Well, your back is all right. How are you getting 
along with your sister-in-law?” Sometimes it’s a mother-in-law. 
I have to find out what’s causing that backache. 


Demand what you want and you lose 





Fatigue often wears the face of frustration. Over and over 
again I have seen this in women who are trying to achieve the 
impossible, or avoid the inevitable. In women who are trying too 
hard to accomplish the not-impossible I have seen it, too. 

I believe there is a fundamental principle in dealing with 
the life force: if you demand what you want, you almost always 
lose. Pushing your own small immediate wishes without thought 
for a total plan seldom results in real happiness or fulfillment. 

Yes, fatigue has many faces. The frustrated, the bored, the 
lonely, those who suffer from inability to love or make love. The 
genuinely overworked. Those who try to be all things to all people. 
Those who live with secret fear or guilt; those who live with 
uncertainty. 

We must look within ourselves and find the way to the love, 
joy, happiness, and confidence which will release energy for our 
use. 

In Shakespeare’s Twelfth Night these | Continued on page 71 








Superb Coffee - 


Enjoy the rich, fresh-roasted 
flavor and aroma. of 


~NEW BLEND 19 NESCAFE 


For the hostess who takes pride in a gracious table, the coffee you’ll serve 
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with pride—New Blend 19 Nescafé. Here in your cup is the full, 
fresh-roasted flavor and aroma you enjoy only in the finest 
blended coffees ... and Nescafé is blended by the world’s 
most experienced makers of instant coffee! Try it. Delight your guests 


and brighten your day with Nescafé. 
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Look! Elastic sets al 


Chatelaine e February 1960 








sets me laughing-free!...in my wonderful new Rave Bra! 


patog! 























. Why so ecstatic ? 


. Rave makes the most of elastic! .. : and’it’s the only bra 


that really does! 


Only in Rave... elastic batiste in a deep U-shaped back 


. fashion’'s prettiest new line. 
Only in Rave... elastic thread joins cotton cups to band! 


Only in Rave... elastic strips edge the cups, hug you 


and move with you 
. And what’s the bra that’s fancy-free ? 
. This Rave by Formfit! Circle-stitched, embroidered 


cotton cups look lovely as lace... . yet Rave’s 


raakelevalialseni-boialel elise: 





. So what do you have when. you wear a 





glamourous new Rave? 


. That Formfit-Feeling ! 


There's a 
Formfit fashion 
to give every 
figure That 
Formfit Feeling. 


DEEP U-SHAPED BACK 


Rave Bra *589 % 
'Haslelgelicl-14-19m a dalhe-mOolacelan 
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THE FORMFIT COMPANY « 
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iad Face makes all the difference! Qn the left, it's Golden Angel Face. On the right, it's Blushing Angel Face. 
| I. / Y ry aN . e Ye a « a, a i ‘ 

New Cosmetic Discover Y ! Now you can 
magically change your skin tone to go with 


any fashion colour! 








Most fabulous beauty fashion since Pond’s — Pond’s discovery of cosmetic-silicones gives 
created the first compact make-up—new Angel you soft, subtle shades never possible before 
kace with cosmetic-silicones ! ... prevents the moisture in your skin from 
Now you can change your skin tone to changing them. No darkening or discolouring! 
make any fashion colour flattering—without What’s even more remarkable. cosmetic- 
looking artificial! silicones actually capture light, to give your 
New Angel Face is a totally new kind of — complexion a lovely radiance — a natural j 
foundation-and-powder. Now, with cosmetic- beauty ! Ne 
silicones you can make dull skin blush, sallow See the 8 new Angel Face shades. Choose 
skin go golden-pink, flushed skin turn pure two, three or more and discover how many 
ivory—in the touch of a puff. ways you can look lovely, day and night! New complexion beauty for you: Angel Face 


in the delicate pink Date Case—just $1.00, 
Also in the blue-and-gold vanity box—just 89¢ 





New (e ngel Face. by Pond’s 
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Exclusive Chatelaine report on 





THE RUSSIAN HOUSEWIFE - 
"She never had it so good” 


The grey days of “all work and 


no play” are beginning to end. 


A building boom is on, and the 


people are enjoying the biggest 


spending spree of their lives 


By DORIS ANDERSON 


Imagine that for all your life, you 

have lived in one room shared by 
three other people, owned a wardrobe that 
could be packed in one average-sized suit- 
case, never worn lipstick, never owned a 
refrigerator, vacuum cleaner or washing 
machine and that you have cooked all of 
your family’s meals on a two-burner stove. 
Then you will have some idea of what it 
is like to be a Russian housewife. 

In addition, as a Russian, your life is 
plagued by irritations such as queueing — 
from. a queue to pay rent to a queue to buy 
bread. You learn to get along without a 
telephone book even in a city the size of 


Moscow; to fill in never-ending forms ex- 
plaining everything from why you need a 
car to why you need extra living space when 
the new baby comes. 

But a Russian housewife has never known 
any other way of life, and she doesn’t believe 
fanciful stories of the gadget-happy world 
of North America. To her, life has never 
been better. 

In the last six years she has seen consum- 
er goods she never dreamed of come on the 
market. Prices have come down while wages 
have been raised. A pension scheme has 
been introduced. Free higher education has 
been extended Continued on page 61 


PICTURE STORY BEGINS NEXT PAGE 


Doris Anderson, Chatelaine’s editor, surrounded by pre-holiday shoppers. Most Russians are still poor, but confidently believe Utopia will arrive for them in the next ten years 
































For forty years the Russian people concentrated on heavy industry but 
now a whole new consumer's world is opening up before them 





brings brisk business. Rich, fu 


a rare sight in Moscow stores and 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY PAUL ROCKETT 


C t buy ( t fe The sales are not rung up 


t on ancient wooden abacuses 


M, M big department store ff Red Square, is always jammed. Built in 1893 
t marble arcce r huge fountain and tall, mirror-f« 
Childre World, a new four-story department store devoted to children’: 


y popular. It was opened two years ago in Moscow 
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Apartment buildings, cafeterias, supermarkets 1 
—all part of the building boom > 






— 
Apartment block are unattractive by Canadian standard Th unadorned 
lock i ’ ne pl ) ~f } 
New on the Russian scene — a modern blo is actually a showplace i ne of Moscow most advanced suburb 
upe market. Fresh milk i sold upsta 
Another innovation — a cafete‘ia with canary-yellow walls, picture window 
But lunch for these construction workers is mainly slices of bread and hot soup 


CONTINUE 








Jennifer Statham, wife of a foreign correspondent, has a de x kit 

in Russia—with a two burner gas tove, a na ove and tiny 
Jennifer's apartment furnished with Dec b® import + available to 
Russian Walls are painted, th: an abstract d a i ed over the paint 
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In a crash program aimed at passing the U.S. standard of 
living, Russians are drenched in culture, have little fun 








The Hermitage, once part of the czar’s Winter Palace in Leningrad, ranks with the Louvre as an 


art gallery, has four hundred out of iis fifteen hundred magnificently decorated rooms in use 


Only recently on view, the Hermitage’s collection 


of French Impressionists was thought to be ‘‘decadent.”’ 





The ircu a popular Russian pastime, has a permanent 


building and only one ring. The star is Mishka, the bear. 






Refreshments at the Bolshoi Theatre: 





einc aane ($3 a bottle) and caviar 


ic 
en Mb. 





oF get the highest pay ’ 


takes time out at the circu 


Chatelaine @ February 1°60 





















Maternity care is free. Almost all women have their babies by natural childbirth and nurse them 


for ten months. Working wives get three and a half months’ leave with full pay to have a baby 


The new privileged class in Russia: 
the overdressed, overfed, 
happy, much-indulged children 





their parents fervently believe 





will reap the rewards and enjoy 


« 
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Most women in Russia work. Children are put in créches up to three years and then into kindergarte Parents pay 


from fifteen to thirty dollars a month. This kindergarten of three- to six-year-olds celebrates the October Revolution 


" 


Children are supervised in kindergarten all day. For three months in summer 


they live in a country-holiday home located thirty miles out of Moscow 











world’s highest 


living standard 
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The school program includes play indoor and out 





as well as breakfast, lunch and an afternoon nap 
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White jade — new sprijxg color — in a new spring coat of mohair, wool and worsted. By Gordon. Sizes 8 


10 
18. About $89. In the background: Red Square, 
bordered on the left by/ the crenellated walls of the Kremlin, which enclose 64 acres of parkland, palaces and 


churches 


(now government officels and museums) some dating from the 1400s; and, right, Moscow's ornate, colorful landmark, St. Basil s Cathedral 
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Off on BOAC's Comet 4 jet for the first lap of the 4,812-mile trip to Moscow. On the left, mauve wool jersey 
blouse with matching flannel skirt, reversible coat — plaid on one side, plain mauve 

on the other. By Lou Larry. Sizes 8-18. Blouse, about $12.95; skirt, about $10.95; coat, about $49.95. 

The belted suit is mauve worsted. By Gordon. Sizes 10-18. About $75. Samsonite travel case 
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FASHION FLIGHT 


TO MOSCOW 


By VIVIAN WILCOX Chatelaine Fashion Editor 
PHOTOGRAPHS BY PAUL ROCKETT 


Vivian, at right, model and friends 


Short-sleeved dress of silk Pesantina is topped by a waist-length jacket with pockets low at the sides, 
a bow-topped vent, centre-back. By Leslie Fay. In petite sizes 10-18. About $45. Coro necklace and earrings. 
Setting: the spacious white marble lobby of Moscow's 28-story, 1,000-room Hotel Ukraine 


CONTINUED 
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the Krem! 


By 
wool and m aif 


Brophey « 


walls 


The bE aused bodice of 







and on ovr cover, too, a plaid coat of 
belted. By Wilson. Sizes 8-16. About $79.95. 


Drella has detachable hand e for easy packing. 


the 


Sizes | 0-16. About $59 


is by Title. Sizes 


a pald) ce-museum 





7 
] 


that 


jersey 


grey woo! dress, above, buttons at the back 


The yellow wool dress with fringed stole, above right, 


About $50. Both dresses were photographed on the grand stairway of the Kremlin 


hovses ancien’ armor, rich vestments and the treasures of the czars. 


t and pile 


db 


ted skirt i1 hound's-tooth check with accents of wool jersey, braid 


ovse. Abort $7.95. By Ingrid Michele. Sizes 8-16. Setting: the Kremlin's cathed; 


armory 





Continued 





In front of a streamlined train in one of Moscow's palatial subway stations -—— a 
Canadian suit of lacy silk and wool tweed. White jade, gently bloused 


and tied — it couldn't be more springlike. By Mayfair 10-18. About $90. 


It's a Pierre Cardin adaptation by Myer Kahar 








: 
ji 
| 


Right: a suit that would 
be recognized as good 
fashion in any city, 
anywhere. It's by 
Mayfair in Rodier fabric 
— the double-breasted 
effect carried through 
from jacket to skirt. 
Sizes 8-18. About $110. 


Clothes photographed on Chatelaine’s Fashion Flight to Moscow are now available at Eaton's in principal cities across Canada see page 63 
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Af CHATELAINE BONUS NOVEL ; : 
She lived for love—in a way that drew every s 
man in the village into a net of suspicion é 
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By ELIZABETH SHENKIN e. 


Illustrated by Walter Yarwood 





PART I Deenie Foster woke up very early. So early the sea mist was still thick 

on her screen and she couldn’t tell what kind of day it was. Anxiously, she scrambled * 
out of bed and ran to her window. She tapped the screen sharply and the Bei 
moisture fell from it in a shower of drops. iF 
Deenie drew a long, satisfied breath. It was exactly the right kind of day. She 
turned to a large calendar fastened with a thumbtack to the plaster wall by * 


the window. She loved the calendar dearly, for each month was illustrated with a 
different dog. She put a caressing finger on the highly colored nose of the Labrador 
retriever who represented the month of July in the year 1923. Then she rooted 
through the little desk beneath her calendar and circled “Monday the Second” 

in red crayon. In just a few hours, Aunt Amelia would be here. 


Deenie shivered with excitement and the chill morning air. Her long-sleeved cotton 
nightgown felt damp against her thin body. She hurried to her closet and hastily 
buttoned on yesterday’s pantywaist to yesterday’s panties. Over this, she put 

on her blue-serge bloomers. Yesterday’s middy blouse, with a long streak of chocolate 
down the front and a large stain on the back where Mike had pushed her into 

a mud bank, completed her costume. 


Her small tanned face reflected back unevenly in the damp-warped mirror as she 
gave her Dutch bob a lick and a promise. Later, when it was time to meet the 
boat, she would put on her clean white bloomers and blouse. But right 

now, as she was, she went. : 


She opened the door of her room carefully and tiptoed out, her bare feet moving 
noiselessly on the floor boards. 





At the head of the stairs, the door to Mother’s room was still shut and Deenie held 
Ics breath. She wanted to keep her surprise a secret until it was done. 





She hurried through the big room that served for both living and dining. and 

went into the kitchen where she picked up her own personal basket and rusty, blunted 
scissors and, inch by inch, opened the back door. On the back porch, her fishing 

pole stood in a bucket. She lifted it out, picked up the bucket and went down 7 

the wooden steps. Cautiously, she pulled her wagon from beneath the 
out with it down to Fosters’ private boardwalk. 


Stairs and set 


Ellen Foster lifted herself slowly on one elbow in her bed. Continued on page 88 

Copyright © 1960 by Elizabeth Shenkin i rs 
penne ee Pe ai 4 
‘Kids like you bore me.” Rose pushed Ry away and turned to Sascha and the rhythm of the music. i 
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SOMETHING 


SM ety 
ON tition: 


The Imman of Yemen sent two Arabian horses to Elizabeth. 


This is Lucky One, with scrambled-garbed handler. 


Canadians heaped gifts on Elizabeth during the royal tour. World- 
wide well-wishers have sent everything from a century-old egg to 
jewels worth $170,000, a tiger’s paw to a portrait by Eisenhower, 


Four royal homes are bursting with bounty . . . but the tide rolls on 





What is it? Elizabeth and Philip seem in doubt at sculp- 


ture, Man's Achievement, given by Sussex school. 





A neighborly chat goes with a hox of candies presented 


by elderly woman during royal visit to Guernsey. 


Just what she always wanted: set of tusks from Nairobi. 





Feathered young Iroqu 


18 Michael Benedict made sift of lacrosse sticks at Cornwall, Ont., cerem 


38 
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By GRAHAM AND HEATHER FISHER 


BECAUSE he understood it was the custom 
for English wives to cook for their hus- 
bands, the King of Siam once sent a silver 
frying pan to Queen Victoria. The stately 
Victoria, it may be assumed, was not amused. 


But she could not have been surprised. 


either, for the giving of gifts — from mad 
to exotic — to British royalty was already 


a popular tradition. 

So much more popular has it become 
today that Queen Elizabeth, with a sobering 
accumulation of hand-me-downs from past 
reigns crowding palace shelves, and engulfed 
in a gift tide that grows alarmingly larger 
by the year, faces a problem that verges on 
embarrassment: what in the world is she 
to do with them all? 

During last year’s royal tour of Canada, 
no fewer than a hundred and twenty gifts 
of substance were heaped upon her and 
Philip — and that figure does not include 
the educational scholarships and research 
grants set up in her name and the scores 
of token gifts, such as the sheaf of wild rice, 
the basket of leeks and the Japanese lantern 
which were among the things given to them 
by representatives of the twenty-five ethnic 
groups in Winnipeg. 

The gifts the royal pair received in Can- 


ada were indescribably varied. They ranged 


from a buffalo statuette — heraldic symbol 
of Manitoba — which the Queen was given 


in Winnipeg, to the totem she received from 
the Flathead Indians in Nanaimo, B.C.; 
from the traditional white hat Philip col- 
lected at Calgary, to the scrapbook made 
by the school children of Virden, Man., 
which the royal couple were asked to take 
back for Charles and Anne. 

In Canada 


goes — it seemed that everyone wanted to 


as everywhere else Elizabeth 





give her something, from a costly desk set 
made from one hundred and fifty ounces 
of British Columbia gold and fifty ounces 
of silver, which she was given in Victoria, 
to the rare green serpentine rock statuette 
of herself, shown barefoot, which Philip 
accepted on her behalf from the Eskimos 
of Yellowknife. Bulkiest gift presented dur- 
ing the recent tour was a sixteen-foot out- 
board motorboat handed over to Philip in 
Cornwall, Ont.; Continued on page 46 
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While in New Zealand, Auckland gave her a boat. 








She gets welcoming scrolls by the 


hundreds. Nigeria added to the collection. 





Neckerchief slides from an American Boy Scout. One U.S. 


businessmen sent 100 hotdogs; a Frenchman, a feast of tripe. 





The Island of Jersey plugged its most 
famous export, with a gift to 


Elizabeth of a cow - a Jersey, of course. 


In Winnipeg, Elizabeth received 


“rent” from Hudson's Bay Company — 


beaver pelts and elk heads. 


Still another silver bowl 


At Washington hospital, a doll to take back to Anne. 


this from Montreal. 
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In front of the ¢ashier’s booth 


Cochrane mustered his gallantry, 


“Ladies first,” he said. Carol shook her head. 





‘“No—you,” she said. 
































OCHRANE There 


something inside him, a kind 


ran. was 
-of frenzy, that was released 
only in running. He ran madly, iron 
welling up in his stomach, swelling 
his chest and lungs, making his shoul- 
ders huge, pressing against his head 
until it seemed it must burst. He felt 
he could run forever. Later he would 
find his legs trembling with exhaus- 
tion, but he never noticed it at the 
time. 
He felt the fingers graze his arm 


with a kind of raging disappointment. 


He hadnt eéven begun to run. 
“*Touch,’ Bill,” Power yelled. 
“Okay,” he yelled. “Okay, okay, 


okay.” They could hear him. He knew 
that. But there was too much energy 
inside him. It boiled out in all sorts of 
small ways, in sudden blind rages at 
home, in the unstoppable impulse 
sometimes at movies or just any time 
to laugh too hard or shout insults at 
the linked-arm groups of grammar- 
school girls, his classmates. 

Then he would stop, and tremble, 
himself. His 


was changing, and his body. He had 


and wonder at voice 


to get a grip on something, had to 
fight something. But there was noth- 

















By NOEL CLAD 


ing he could get his hands on. Flip- 
ping the football furiously from one 
hand to the other, he swaggered back 
to where Power was standing. 
“Didn't you hear me yell?” Power 
said. Stan Power was two years older, 
fifteen. Power knew all about every- 
thing. But two years was forever. He, 
himself, would never get there. “You 
didn’t have to run all the way to the 
end of the field,” Power grinned, 
“Billy.” 
“I hear 


“I hear you okay.” 


you,” Cochrane shouted, 
He glanced ner- 
vously at the side lines where Carol 
Montgomery and a bunch of little 
kids had gathered to watch the game, 
then faced away contemptuously. He 


And 


His parents still called him 


despised the name Billy Power 
knew it. 
that occasionally, when they forgot, 
and it was an unvarying trigger to 
one of his crazy rages. He would be 


sorry immediately after. But he 
couldn't seem to help himself. 

He liked the name Bill okay. He 
used to write it a lot, trying different 
styles of writing. And he'd say it to 
himself in the new deep half of his 
Bill. But he liked 


best. There was something cool about 


voice: Cochrane 







When youne thinteon Yoon camt duck a dane. Cochrane was tiapped. Ond Corot 
wad no holp—ahe Agid Yea. Ot wasnt till Latin that ho discovered uy he didnt mind 


Cochrane, something faintly mocking 
and derisive and heavy-lidded. When 
he was alone sometimes he would 
spread his legs and hook his thumbs 
in his belt and chew his gum on one 
look off 


narrowed eyes and say, “Cochrane.” 


side and into space with 
He said it now. 
“Tough kid,” Power said, for the 
benefit of Rusty and German. They 
were thirteen, too. But they were kids, 


Cochrane thought. They didn't have 


that thing inside them. They thought 
he was nuts the way he acted. Every- 
body thought he was nuts. Sometimes 
it scared him that he was the only 
one in the whole world who was like 
that. And he couldn't explain why he 
had to run and yell and get into fights. 

Suddenly he began to tremble. 
Billy,” 


German 


“Toughy Power said and 


Rusty and laughed uncom- 


fortably. Cochrane had worked it out: 


Power was fifteen-point-four-six-one 
percent older than he was. Fifteen- 
point-four-six-one-percent, for Pete’s 
sake. It was immense. “Big shot,” 


Power kept it up 
“Ah, let’s get on with the darned 
Cochrane shouted. He 


game,” want- 


ed to kill Continued on page 77 
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1) 


in Chatelaine’s 
tenth annual 
amily Favorites 
recipe contest 








APRICOT 
PECAN TORTE 





entered by 

Mrs. Evelyn Sherk, 

of New Dundee, Ont., 
in the 


CAKE CATEGORY 










CROYDON 


PETER 


Y 


B 


PHOTOGRAPH 


$50 first-prize winners in other categories: 
MEAT & FISH Mrs. M. C. C. Chamings, Vernon, B.C. | 
SUPPER DISHES Mrs. Merle Gibson, Round Hill, N.S. 7 | 
DESSERTS Mrs, Betty Pardee, Calgary 


BREADS Mrs, Clare Gourley, Victoria 


re 
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See page 54 for these and the other prize-winning recipes. 
Tested in Chatelaine Institute by Elaine Collett, director. 
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Apricot Pecan Torte 


electric mixer. Add eggs, the remaining apricot purée and flavoring. Beat for 1'/ 
minutes. Fold in chopped pecans. Pour into two deep 9-inch round cake pans lined 
with greased wax-paper circles. Bake at 350 degree F. for 35 to 40 minutes. Loosen 
edges and cool. Remove from pans. Fill and frost with Caramel Cheese Frosting and 
keep refrigerated until serving time; or fill and frost cake with orange-flavored 
double-boiler frosting. 

CARAMEL CHEESE FROSTING: Melt '4 cup sugar in a small frying pan on low heat until 
Stir 2 tablespoons of the sifted and measured flour into the nuts and set aside. Sift a rich golden-brown color. Add a '4 cup hot water and heat until smooth. Cool. 
remaining flour, sugar, baking powder, soda and salt together into a bow!. Add short- Blend '4 pound cream cheese with 2 tablespoons of the syrup. Add '4 teaspoon 
ening and two thirds of apricot purée. Beat at medium speed for 1'4 minutes with grated orange rind and 4 to 414 cups sifted icing sugar. 


2'4 cups sifted pastry flour % cup soft shortening 

% cup finely chopped {at room temperature) 
pecans 2 (5-oz) cans junior strained 

1% cups fruit sugar apricots 

1% tsp baking powder 2 large eggs 

1 tsp soda % tsp almond or 

4 tsp salt extract 
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By SUSAN COOPER 
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It’s Valentine time and the question is—if you 
, 
like a boy and he likes you, how can you make it last? 
The care and feeding of a romance 


Life is a little bit of heaven. You’re madly in love until his mind is drained dry. You can’t possess 


and the thought of its ending seems impossible. people, ever. All you can do is share what they 
Impossible—who can tell? But you can help make want to give you of themselves, and when the real 
this last by the things you don’t do. There’s the one comes along the sharing is almost (not even 
temptation to think you own a boy. Once you _ then, totally) complete. Demanding to know where 
forget he has a life completely he’s been, whom he talked to, 
apart from you—in his family ws ) what he did, will make him 
and friends-—you're on the road want to tell you less and less. 


to becoming a ball and chain. Another temptation is to tell 












Even though your ideas on what > ¢ all to the girls. Don’t think he 
you like to do always seem to : 2 Mase ; won't know you've been talking 
match marvelously, you have . \ GQ“ ff —it will show on their faces 
Lo 
no business accepting an Invi- ¢ "€ / when they look at him. 
. a ‘ 

tation or making plans without If you want to rekindle his 
consulting him first. If occa- ad interest, the way not to do it is 
sionally he doesn’t want to go “7 to flirt with other boys at a 
along, then you've boxed him party, or talk about how attrac- 


in, and he’s bound to resent it—and to resent you. tive or what terrific basketball players they are. 


If you sulk when you have plans in mind and As a positive approach, always be enthusiastic 
he announces that he’s going out with the boys, when he asks for a date, even the usual Friday 
again you're tying him down, making him un- night out. Always have your lipstick on and look 
comfortable. Let it happen just once and you are fresh when he calls — he likes you to be feminine. 
on the road out. If the fun does wane, well, perhaps you didn't 


There’s the temptation to want to know what have everything in common after all. Either of 


he does every waking second and what he thinks, you may soon be ready to make the big break. 


like a certain boy very much but he hasn’t noticed me. I thought if I sent him a Valentine card he 
might. What I want to know is, should I sign my name or just put my initials on it? If I use initials he 
might not know who it is, but I don’t want it to look as if I'm chasing him.” 

You aren't exactly running away from him if you send him a Valentine are you? In fact, he’s bound 
to get the idea that you’re chasing him. He’s liable to show it to the other boys and have a great laugh 


at your expense. Don’t you think a big smile from you would have a better effect? 


> }} yyy ] :a , . , ; 
&>. Silks and socks brighten a winter day 
“> If you collected some big colorful silk squares for Christmas, try wearing them 
we” ae pte f igat “b : 
< Ge) a new way. Tie them on backward, with V at the front, tucked inside cardigans. 


Here’s a sole-gripping idea from British Columbia. Girls are carrying a new idea 


in purses—bobby socks which they fill with all the necessaries, comb, lipstick 


tn 


Chatelaine will pay $5 on publication for fads or fashions in your town, new games and dances, persona 


etc.— and they call them pocket socks. — Ruth Nikkel, Aldergrove, B.C. 


lity 


sketches of teens who make news. Send to Susan Cooper, Chatelaine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto ? 


This lifesaver rides the range 


A Grade 12 student at Vernon, B.C., Senior 
High School, 
capped a longtime interest in and talent for 
water safety by topping her class in the 
Kelowna Life Guards’ Course to become a 
qualified swimming instructor and life guard 


last summer. In a class of sixty men and’ 


women, ranging from teens to middle age, 
she tied in the practical test with a physical- 
education instructor from Royal Roads, ‘the 
military college at Victoria. In the written 
test she came first. 


Janet has been swimming since the age — 


of five when she taught herself at Kama- 
malka Beach, where her family runs a sum- 
mer snack concession. Two years ago she 


Janet Anderson, eighteen, 
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pulled out a boy who had jumped off a float ; 


and struck his head; that same year Janet 
hauled two other youngsters to safety. 
When she was thirteen Janet was awarded 


the Red Cross Medallion for knowledge of. 


waterfront safety and supervision. The fol- 
lowing year the Bar was added to the 
Medallion. In the 1958-59 school term she 
was president of the Vernon Junior Red 
Cross, with a membership of forty-five. 
Presented with the Red Cross Award for 
citizenship and leadership, Janet is quick 
to point out that six other members also 
received the award. 

A good all-round student who excels at 
hiking, riding and skiing as well as water 
sports, Janet lives on a twenty-acre ranch 
in the Coldstream district with her parents 
and younger brother, Nelson. 

There she helps care for fourteen three- 
year-old heifers and their calves, feeding 
them, fixing fences and keeping ice off the 
water trough in the winter. Often on week- 
ends in the spring and fall, Janet rides the 
range on the Anderson Swan Lake Stock 
Farm (managed by her. grandmother) to 
help in “cutting out” cattle for branding or 
shipping, or for taking to another range. 

But the outdoor life isn’t Janet’s only 
interest. “I like sewing and housework,” 
she adds, and her ambition is to become a 
teacher. Janet plans on teaching in the co.n- 
try. “I wouldn't live anywhere else.” — 
ISABEL M. REEKIE 
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EW BUDGET BEATERS 


—or how 1 pound of hamburger serves 4! 






























BUDGET BEATER—NO. 7 
Mushroom Meatbalis 
Continental flavor — on a budget! 


4 
4 
| 
q 
2 
4a 





BLEND 1 can Campbell’s Cream of Mushroom 
Soup with cup water. Measure out % cup soup 
mixture. Combine with 1 lb. ground beef, % cup 
fine dry bread crumbs, 2 tbsp. minced onion, 1 
tbsp. minced parsley, 1 egg (slightly beaten), 
\% tsp. salt. 


SHAPE into meatballs about 1'2” in diameter. 
Brown in 1 tbsp. shortening in a large skillet. 


ADD remaining soup mixture; cover. 


COOK over low heat about 15 min.; stir occasion- 
ally. 4 servings. 


BUDGET BEATER—NO. 8 
Porcupine Meatballs 
Sunday best — at pennies a serving! 

MIX % cup Campbell’s Tomato Soup with 1 lb. 

ground beef, “4 cup uncooked rice, 1 egg (slightly 

beaten), % cup minced onion, 2 tbsp. minced 

parsley, 1 tsp. salt. 

SHAPE into balls about 114” in diameter (about 

16). Brown in 2 tbsp. shortening with 1 small 

garlic clove (minced) in a large skillet. 

BLEND in the rest of the can of soup and 1 cup 

water; cover. 

SIMMER about 40 min. or until rice is tender, 

stirring now and then. 4 servings. 
BUDGET BEATER—NO. 9 

Swedish Meatbalis 
Party-elegant — picnic-thrifty! 
BLEND 1 can Campbell’s Cream of Celery Soup 
with ‘2 soup can water. Measure out % cup soup 
mixture. Combine with 1 lb. ground beef, *%4 cup 
fine dry bread crumbs, | egg (slightly beaten), 
2 tbsp. minced onion, 1 tbsp. chopped parsley, 
1 tsp. salt. 
SHAPE into balls about 1” in diameter. In large 
skillet, brown meatballs in 1 tbsp. shortening. 
ADD remaining soup mixture and 1 to 2 tbsp. 
minced dill pickle (if you like); cover. 
COOK over low heat about 20 min., stirring now 
(, Dip and then. 4 servings. 
f Sa 
ampbels 
CONDENSED 
Good cook k with Gampbell Se 
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here's nothing like the 


Party Baba Rings 
you bake yourself / 


You'll need for the batter: 

24 ¢, milk 

'4 ¢. granulated sugar 

I tsp. salt 

4, c. butter or Blue Bonnet 
Margarine 

4 c. lukewarm water 

I tsp. granulated sugar 

1 envelope Fleischmann’s 
Active Dry Yeast 

3 well-beaten eggs 

4 tsp. vanilla 

3 c. (about) once-sifted 
all-purpose flour 

for the sauce and glaze: 

142 c. granulated sugar 

I c. water 

1 tbsp. lemon juice 

4c. rum, optional 

Sieved marmalade 

I. Scald milk; stir in the 4 c. sugar, 


salt and butter or margarine. Cool to 
lukewarm, 





2. Meantime, measure lukewarm water 
into large bow]; stir in the | tsp. sugar. 
Sprinkle with yeast. Let stand 10 mins., 
then stir well. Stir in lukewarm milk 
mixture, well-beaten eggs, vanilla and 
2 c. of the flour; stir until smooth. Stir 
in enough additional flour to make a 
medium-thick batter—about | c. more. 





If you bake at home—it’s easier 
with Fleischmann’s Active Dry 
Yeast. There’s less fuss, less 
preparation... and if you just 
follow our recipes carefully, 
you'll never need to worry “will 
it work?” It will. And you'll 
feel so proud! 


cS 


3. Cover with a damp towel. Let rise 
in warm place, free from draft, until 
doubled in bulk—about 114 hrs. Stir 
down batter; pour into 2 greased 8-cup 
ring moulds. (Choose pans with large 
centre holes and only half-fill the pans.) 
Cover with a damp towel. Let rise until 
doubled in bulk—about 45 mins. Bake 
in a mod, oven, 350°, 20 to 25 mins. 





4. Meantime, gently boil the 14 c. 
sugar and | c. water together for 10 
mins, Stir in lemon juice and rum if 
being used. Drizzle hot Babas with 
some of the syrup. Cover and allow to 
mellow 3 or 4 hrs. At serving time, re- 
heat one or both Babas; turn out onto 
serving plates and brush with mar- 
malade. Fill with ice cream or fruit 
folded into whipped cream. Flame, if 
desired, with warm rum. Reheat re- 
maining syrup and pass as a sauce. 
Makes 2 rings. 








EVERYONE GIVES THE 
QUEEN SOMETHING 


Continued from page 39 





Life-size dolls were gifts from Eskimos 


at Yellowknife ceremony last year. 


one of the smallest—the trout flies 
Philip received from the people of 
Vernon, B.C. The oldest? Almost cer- 
tainly the paperweight made from a 
fossilized dinosaur bone, from Drum- 
heller, Alta. The most bizarre? A 
cube of graphite from the first atomic 
reactor ever built, presented in Chi- 
cago. 

Every time the Queen undertakes 
a tour. she returns home with a simi- 
lar wide-ranging collection of good- 
will gifts. From her six months’ globe- 
trotting tour in 1954, which took in 
Australia, New Zealand and twelve 
other countries, she took back more 
than four hundred gifts, from nylon 
nighties and Maori ceremonial 
cloaks, to shell bracelets and a cen- 
tury-old tortoise egg. There was a 
war canoe for Charles, nylon swim- 
ming trunks for Philip and a walkie- 
talkie doll for Anne, as well as a gift 
more likely to have been given in 
Scotland than Australia — a haggis. 

From Nigeria she returned with 
shawls and turbans, fans and native 
furniture, African dolls and a paper- 
weight made from a tiger's paw. On 
her lightning tour of the United 
States in 1957 she was laden with. 
among other things, a portrait of 
Charles painted by President Eisen- 
hower, a gold-plated model of the 
Empire State Building, a pair of 
eighteenth-century spurs, a replica of 
George Washington’s riding crop and 
an American football kit. 

From her state visit to France the 
Same year she collected a Renault 


car, a Louis XV clock, a set of | rench 


character dolls for Anne. a working 


model of the Paris Metro for ¢ harles, 
the largest bottle of perfume ever 


made—it held about half a litre of 
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specially blended jasmine scent 
and the smallest watch, of gold an 
platinum with a face measuring op) 
three sixteenths of an inch actoss, 

What happens to this staggering 
Elizabeth has 
amassed? “The Queen uses as many 


collection of gifts 


of them as is humanly possible.” 
Buckingham Palace assured us, 

Some of her Canadian gifts have 
already been put to use. The silver 
rose-water dish from Montreal, for 
instance, and the silver maple-syrup 
jug she received in Westmount have 
been installed in the vast silver pantry 
at the palace. But there remains a 
staggering number of articles the 
Queen must be hard put to know 
what to do with. Storing them has 
become almost an embarrassment — 
sc much so that Elizabeth no longer 
keeps the silver trowels she is con- 
stantly being given when she lays 
foundation stones or the gold keys she 
receives whenever she opens some 
new hospital or university. She 
promptly returns them to the city or 
institution concerned “on permanent 
loan,” to be placed on public display. 

There is, of course, nothing new in 
the public’s desire to heap sometimes 
strange gifts on British royalty. The 
reformed cannibal king of the Big 
Namba tribe, whose home was in the 
New Hebrides island chain in the 
Pacific, once expressed his loyalty to 
Queen Victoria by sending a poisoned 
spear and an assortment of native 
G strings. 

But Elizabeth’s world-wide travels 
(she has already done more traveling 
than any previous monarch did in a 
whole lifetime) have stepped up the 
gift-giving pace. As a result, the 150 
rooms of Sandringham House, for 
long the traditional storeroom for 
royal gifts, are almost bursting, and 
Buckingham Palace, Windsor Castle 
and Balmoral all have their share. 
And still the flow continues. 

Elizabeth herself, feeling that the 
money spent on royal gifts could be 
put to better use, suggested to Cana- 
dians before last year’s tour, that they 
should set up scholarships in her name 
instead of actually giving her some 
thing. The federal government took 
her up on this and set the lead with 
a one-million-dollar scholarship fund. 
Ontario set up a_half-millio! dollar 
fund, and British Columbia e«rmark- 
ed a million and a half. 

Cities and commercial firms quickly 
fell into line. The Hudson's Bay Com- 
pany launched a $100,000 trust fund 
to provide bursaries at the Univer 
sity of Manitoba. The International 
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WHY DIDN'T SOMEBODY THINK OF 


THIS BEFORE? 


a square pack that gives you facial 
tissues folded like handkerchiefs 


Take one or a dozen at once. Each soft tissue comes out 
folded like a handkerchief ready for instant use or to be 
put neatly in your pocket or purse. Only Scotties have 
this little square pack that takes up so much less room 
in your home or car. 


And wet-strength makes Scotties sneezeproof 


Gu 


he ROM 
| Ye 





Scotties 





Westminster Paper also makes Purex bathroom tissue 
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Soft Scotties stand up to the hardest sneezes because they 
are specially made to stay strong even when wet. Stop 
cold germs from spreading with Scotties — the sneeze-proof 
facial tissues (which color would you like— pink, yellow, 
or snowy-white?) 


Scotties 
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Get the ‘‘meat”’ too* 





eat your 
orange juice 


*The ‘“‘meat”’ of the orange 
is the main source of many 
of its nutritional values. 
When you eat a whole fresh 
Sunkist orange, you get— 


e all the “Meat” 


e all the Juice 


e all the Vitamin C 


e all the Protopectins 
e all the Bio-flavonoids 


Fresh Sunkist oranges are an excellent 
dietary source of Vitamin C 





When you eat your orange juice (by eating a fresh 
Sunkist orange) you get all the valuable nutritional 


benefits nature put there in the first place. 


When you drink 
orange juice... 
be sure you drink 
the whole fresh 
orange. Don’t 
strain out the 
meaty solids... 
they are a very 
nutritious part 
of the orange. 





Sunkis 


Trade Mark Registered 


) oe ee oe oe 


The Sunkist Trade Mark stamped on the 
fruit is your guarantee of the finest from 
California-Arizona, Accept nothing less. 
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Nickel Company endowed a $15,000 
two-year research scholarship. New- 
foundland came up with a scheme to 
help retarded children —— an annual 
grant of $10,000, to be Known as the 


Queen Elizabeth Assistance Grant 
and to be devoted to the education of 


retarded children throughout — the 
island. The twin cities of Kitchener 
and Waterloo, Ont., 


of $2,000 and $1,200 respectively to 


gave scholarships 


Canada’s newest university — the 


University of Waterloo. 


\ spear Tor 


But not even Elizabeth’s own wish- 
es in the matter could prevent people 
giving her something for herself as 
well. London, Ont., having launched 
two thousand-dollar scholarships, also 
gave her a pair of bookends. Toronto 
gave her a painting of the city sky 
line. Sept-Isles, Que., gave her a 
painting, too. Three Rivers gave her 
a leather-bound centennial volume in 
French and English. Brandon gave her 
a sound movie titled Manitoba Trails. 
Cubs and Brownies in Calgary divvied 
up for a book of Indian paintings for 
young Charles. 

Some gift giving, however, is not 
governed by discretion, but by tra- 
dition. Take the two magnificent elk 
heads, each with a spread of forty 
inches, and the two 
which Elizabeth 


governor of the Hudson’s Bay Com- 


beaver 


pelts, 
received from the 
pany. In presenting them, he was act- 
ing in accordance with a 1670 royal 
charter 


decreeing the payment of 


these articles as “rent” whenever a 
reigning sovereign sets foot in the 
company’s territories. 

Somewhat similar “rents” are pay- 
able in parts of Britain. Under a de- 
cree dating from the days of James I, 


tenants of a farm near Holyrood- 


house, the royal palace in Scotland, 
have to give the Queen a bowl in 
which to wash her hands and a nap- 
kin on which to dry them whenever 
she goes there. And should she ever 
visit Launceston Castle, landowners in 
the area will have to give her a 
salmon spear and a grey cloak. 
Sometimes it is the Queen who does 
the giving. If she goes to — or even 
passes through—Oakham, chief town 
Rut- 
land, she must hand over a horseshoe. 


of England’s smallest county, 
to hang with those that have adorned 
the castle walls since the days of the 
first Elizabeth. Whenever she per- 
forms an opening ceremony that in- 
volves cutting a tape, she must give 


a new coin when accepting the cere- 
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monial scissors, to ensure that friend. 
ship is not broken by her acceptante 
of a “cutting weapon.” 

Protocol insists that Elizabeth be 
informed in advance of every gift she 
will receive in the course of a royal 
tour. She can then decline in advance 
at a hint of commercialism. 

On last year’s side trip to Chicago, 
she was inundated with offers of gifts 
from exhibitors at the International 
Trade Fair. The offers were politely 
declined. Elizabeth takes no chances 
of having some astute manufacturer 
boast that she has used his toothpaste 
or worn one of his girdles. 

One gift, slipped through 
the tightly woven net of protocol 
which demands advance fotice of a 
Windsor, Ont., had 
decided not to 


however, 


gift to royalty. 
originally give the 
Queen anything during last year’s tour, 
At almost the last moment there was 
a change of heart, and the outcome 
was a surprise gift which perhaps 
came closer to Elizabeth’s taste than 
anything else she received in Canada 
— an appalusa pony. 

Elizabeth was asked if she would 
pass it on to some deserving child, and 
on her return home, children of that 
where Elizabeth 


has her castle by the Thames — were 


other Windsor — 
invited to write letters to the local 
mayor, giving their reasons why each 


Among gifts 
presented to the 
Queen during 
her state visit 
to France in 
1957 was 
world’s largest 
perfume bottle 
standing 18 
inches high 
and weighing 
21 pounds. 


of them should have the royal pony. 

Seventy did so, Among them was 
what the mayor, Alderman John 
thought a “most charming 
from ten-year-old Penny Steph- 


Proctor, 
letter” 
enson, whose father is sales director 
of a firm marketing hearing aid 
“There is an acre of meadow ‘and 
at the bottom of our garden,” wrote 
Penny, “and my father says he will 
make a stable fit for a royal pony: 
If she won it, she went on, she would 
with her seven - yeal old 
brother Nigel, and four-year-old » tet 
‘And because it is the Queens 


share it 


Nicola. * 
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1.'! sure go for Aunt Jemima’s 
Buckwheat Pancakes !" 


A man can get mighty hungry by Sunday “brunch-time” . . . and nothing is as 
hearty and satisfying as a stack of golden-brown Aunt Jemima Buckwheats! And 
if he’s an extra good husband (or an extra hungry one) find room on the plate for 
some bacon or sausage. Man, that’s Sunday feasting! 











2. Wonderful Aunt Jemima’s 
Buttermilk Pancakes !” 


Call it breakfast . . . call it lunch . . . call it “brunch” . . . there’s no Sunday treat 
like delicious Aunt Jemimas! For the second Sunday in the month, try Aunt 
Jemima’s Buttermilk Pancakes—with the buttermilk right in the mix to make 
them extra light, extra delicious! 





3.'How about some Regular 
Aunt Jemimas, Mom ?" 


How long has it been since you tempted your family with Aunt Jemima’s original 
recipe . . . the regular-style pancakes that have been Canada’s favorites for years 
and years? It’s easy as 1-2-3 to shake or mix ’em up... pop ’em on the griddle 
...and pop ’em on the table. So why wait till Sunday, Mom? 





4. New! Aunt Jemima’s : 
Country Style Wheat cakes | 


Good thing there are at least 4 Sundays in every month! Because now you can 
thrill your family with Aunt Jemima’s newest recipe . . . real country style wheat- 
cakes. It’s the wheat flour that gives ’em such a different pancake flavor. It’s 
Aunt Jemima’s secret that makes ’em so perfect!” 
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Crumptious Brunches’ 
for a Month of Sundays ! 


‘ BUCKWHEaT 
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MELANGE A Catres 


AU LAST DE Seuars 


AU SARRASIN, 
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with the 
secret of 
seasoning 
..on your 
table and 
in your 
cooking 


LEA & 
PERRINS 


THE ORIGINAL 
WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE 





tgp 
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Stomach upsets often 
follow too much 
eating, drinking or 
smoking. To get fast 
relief, just eat one or 
two pleasant-tasting 
Tums tablets. Tums 
begin instantly to 
relieve heartburn and 
acid indigestion. You 
never need water— 
take Tums anywhere! 





FOR THE TUMMY 





Get the 3-roll economy pack 
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pony. I would let it help at loca! fetes 





for good causes,” she wound up 
Penny's obvious unseifi s clincn- 
ed things. The appalusa was hers 
It is not only during a royal to 
that gifts — some strange ones among 
them — are heaped on the Queen: 


they pour into Buckingham Palace 
constantly. 

Perhaps the bulkiest gift ever re- 
ceived was a bale of raw cotton. from 
Texas. The Queen reciprocated with 


a portrait of herself and Princess 


oO 


Anne. But the crate containing th 
portrait was somehow confused with 
an empty crate looking much the 
same, and the wrong one was shipped. 
As a result. the mayor of Edinburg, 
Texas, opening the Queen's gift in 
the presence of local citizenry, was 
dumbfounded to find that the crate 
contained only wood shavings. The 
error was later put right, of course. 
Whenever possible, in accepting a 
gift, Elizabeth likes to give something 
in return — a gesture that costs her a 
packet of money in the course of a 
year. Often her return gift takes the 
form of a signed photograph in a 
leather frame, such as she gave to 
several of the places she visited in 
Canada as well as to Canadians who 
masterminded the royal tour 


At the end of one tour there were 


so many of these thank-you photo- 
graphs for Elizabeth to sign — five 
hundred in all — that someone sug- 


gested a photographic reproduction of 
her signature should be used instead 
The Queen would not hear of it. The 
gifts would lose their warmth and 


meaning if she did not sign them. 


Contrasting with that bulky bale of 
cotton from Texas, the smallest gift 
ever to arrive at Buckingham Palace, 
a few years ago, consisted of four 
grains of rice, each with a minute 
landscape painted on it, the work of 
the Japanese artist Shinzo Kawai 

Some years ago an American busi- 
nessman sent the Queen a hundred 
hot dogs. On arrival at London air- 
port they were passed on to the royal 
warehouse for inspection by customs 
officials. Elizabeth pays customs duty 
on anything she is sent or brings back 
from abroad in a personal capacity, 
but not on the gifts she receives in 
her position as sovereign — a factor 
that sometimes calls for tricky distinc- 
tion. In the case of the hot dogs, the 
palace was notified that customs duty 
was payable before they could be 


sent on to the Queen and noth- 





ym 1 of the matter. 
- A L 

Last year French restaurant pro- 
pr roval pair anotner 

prietc e e 
edible gif concoction of tripe 
sf ( garlic, carrots and 
l e heady name of 
pes Mode de Caen. A more 
elaborate ail tro Braz VaS a 
bra t of aquamarines and dia- 
monds. valued at $16,800, to go with 





the necklace ig earrings 








Portrait of Prince Charles, painted 
by President Eisenhower, was given 


to Elizabeth during 1957 U.S. visit. 


Elizabeth was given on her wedding. 

It must be quite a job, these days, 
for the Queen to make up her mind 
what to wear for a night out. The 
jewelry she has received over the 
years has resulted in one of the most 
fantastic personal jewel collections of 
all time. Roval officials cagily decline 
to put a specific price tag on it. but 
it is Known to run into many millions 


of dollars. One item alone—the neck- 





lace of fifteen large, perfect graduated 





diamonds with its matching bracelet 


of seven la 


ge diamonds. a gift from 
South Africa — has been valued by 
the royal jewelers at $170,000 and is 
almost certainly the most lavish gift 
Elizabeth has ever received 

Keeping it company are such treas- 
ures as a ruby necklace from Burma. 
the diamond fern brooch she was 
given in Auckland, New Zealand. a 
diamond necklace and matching tiara 
from the Nizam of Hyderabad. a 
wattle-shaped brooch of rare yellow 
diamonds from Australia (a bagatelle 
worth a trifling $70,000) and another 
brooch, worth $56,000, made from 
One superb 5412-carat diamond. sent 
by the late Dr. John Williamson, 
Canadian-born discoverer of a rich 
South African diamond mine. 

On special 


Occasions, such as 


uc 


Christmas and royal birthdays. the 


gifts streaming into the palace “assume 


almost fantastic Proportions,” a royal 
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official told us. When a royal baby jg 
born, the palace post office knows it 
will have to cope with enough baby 
garments to stock a maternity home. 

With the birth of her third child the 
Queen, rather than hurt anyone’s feel- 
ings, plans to relax her rule against 
accepting gifts from people she doesn't 
know. Those she can’t use herself will 
be passed on to other children through 
hospitals and charities. 

Most other gifts are returned to 
the donors or, if sent anonymously, 
passed on to hospitals and charity 
organizations, for the Queen keeps 
only those gifts which come from per- 


sonal friends or are sent to her on an 


official level. All others go back with 
a polite note of regret typed on Buck- 
ingham Palace’s scarlet-crested note 
paper. 

Elizabeth, of course, does not siga 
the hundreds of such letters herself 
They are signed for her by one of her 
two assistant private secretaries — $ir 
Edward Ford or the Honorable Martia 
Charteris. Letters to children are 
signed by one of the royal ladies-in 
waiting—usually Lady Margaret Hay 
or Lady Alice Egerton. 

Anonymous gifts are passed on to 
the old and the needy, to hospitals 
and charity organizations. Toys sent 
to Charles and Anne are handed over 
to a London hospital for sick children 

Every Christmas. Buckingham Pak 
ace almost vanishes under a flood of 
Christmas cards. Most come from 
ordinary, everyday folk, who simply 
like to remember the Queen at this 
special time of year. Some, of course, 
are sent with the ulterior motive of 
getting a card from Elizabeth in re 
turn. The trick doesn’t work. The 
senders get only a brief typewritten 
note signed by one of the royal off 
cials. The four hundred cards Eliza 
beth sends out each Christmas are re 
served for personal friends, heads of 
state, government ministers and long 
time members of the palace staff. 

After Christmas the thousands of 
cards sent to the Queen are passed om 
to children’s hospitals, where the 
young patients have a whale of a time 
sticking them in scrap-books 

The royal rule against accepting 
gifts from strangers is seldom broken 
But it was once. Some years ago, 4 


British housewife sent the (ueen 4 


party dress for Princess Anne. She 
had made it herself, she wrot 
Something about the gift d the 


letter so touched Elizabeth ‘hat she 
not only wrote back accepting tt, but 
had the princess wear the dress 08 
her birthday. END 
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The Big Green Man 


brings you a new kind of beans 


he 6 -summer green 
- and snappin' fresh 
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Here are tender, thick-meat beauties with the Taste the difference this special care makes in 
firm “‘bite’’ you’d expect only in beans fresh beans. Choose the green or the gold, in cut or 
out of the garden. kitchen sliced (sliced bite-size and on the 
Thank the Green Giant’s loving care for that. diagonal). How about this very night? 

He plants pedigreed seed in selected, bean- 


growing soil. Fusses endlessly with special plant Choose the green or the gold 


. . > i 3 a 
food formulae. Even measures the sunshine and — wae o, 


rain they get. When his beans reach the fleeting 





<= 
: 





moment of perfect flavour, he whizzes them nes wr ies 
from vine to can in record time. & 
Cut Kitchen sliced Cut Kitchen sliced 
green beans green beans wax beans wax beans 





GREEN GIANT 


GOOD THINGS FROM THE GARDEN = 


Green Giant of Canada Limited, Tecumseh, Ontario. “‘Green Giant” T.M. Reg’d. 
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Double the life 
of your carpets — 
Give them new soft 
luxury ! 


Now ALL your carpets, rugs and runners can feel amazingly soft 
and luxurious—and YOU save money! Smith Cush-n-Tred 

is an entirely new and different kind of rug-cushion. Combines the 
springy resilience of latex rubber with the 

extra protection of natural fibres. 

Ask your rug dealer for Smith Cush-n-Tred. It prevents slipping 

and sliding—gives a deeper more luxurious feel 

to all carpets, rugs, while greatly increasing their life. 


TRADE MARK 
ae ae 


The New and Different 
Kind of Rug Cushion 











Manufacturing Co. Limited 
Weston Canada 













ST TO FAMILY DIETS WITH 


PURE BARBADOS 
FANCY MOLASSES 


| S8-Rocipe 


BOOKLET 


how ! 


MAIL THIS COUPON NOW FOR 
YOUR FREE 88- 


RECIPE BOOKLET ! 


Pure Barbados Fancy Mo- 
lasses has a rich, mellow 
flavour, and is an excellent 
source of calcium iron and 


t 

| Barbados Fancy Molasses Co. Ltd. 

1 P. ©. Box 39, Halifax, Nova Scotia 
carbohydrates ... SO neC- | Please send me FREE Recipe Booklet, 
essary for both table and | “Make ’Em With Molly”. 
cooking use. But make jf 
sure that the words, “Pure | 
Barbados Fancy Molasses” | 
are on the label. | 
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Homemaker’ s 
Diary 


By JOAN JACKSON 


Here are seven steps to successful 
washing of precious wool sweaters: 
1. Dissolve a mild soap or detergent 
thoroughly in warm water, then cool 
to body temperature. (Test it with 
your elbow as you would the baby’s 
bath.) Or use one of the cold-water 
detergents—these have been specially 
developed to dissolve completely in 
cold water. 

2. If you live in a hard-water area, 
don’t forget to use a water condi- 
tioner. 

3. Let sweater soak four to five min- 
utes, then gently squeeze the suds 
through it. Don't lift it above the sur- 
face of the water while washing be- 
cause wool is weak when wet, and 
never scrub or wring it. 

4. Suds left in wool garments are 
harmful, so rinse three times to be 


sure all the soap is out. 


5. Add two or three drops of bath 
oil to the last rinse to replace natural 


oils of the wool lost in washing. 

6. A piece of table oilcloth is useful 

to have on hand for drying sweaters. 
Draw the sweater 
sizes of all the 


family on the fab- 


a> ric side of the oil- 


cloth; then you 
can dry each sweat- 
er on the cloth, blocking it to its orig- 


inal shape by the outline. 


7. To restore fluffiness and remove 
any balled pieces of wool from long- 


napped sweaters such as angora. 


brush gently in one direction with a 


fine long-wired lint brush. (Keep one 


for this purpose only.) 


Help dispel February doldrums with 
a little organization plus a few in- 
structions for the children. You prob- 
ably find snow tracked in one day, 


and mud the next. So. put a few extra 


hooks at the side entrance for coats 
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or snow suits to save a wet trail 

through the house. A sturdy scrub 

brush nailed to the side of the stoop 

for scraping mud 

off boots and shoes 

will save you a lot : 

of cleaning up. —~_F 
Have a catchall 

box in the hall 

closet for books, toys, etc., which 

the children have trailed downstairs 

during the day. You can take it up 

stairs at bedtime for the toys to be 

put away by the children themselves. 


\ dishwashing timesaver 

Try washing pots and pans before 
dinner while they are warm and not 
sticky — and cut dishwashing time in 
half. 

Use wax instead of elbow grease 

Rub screws in paste wax before put- 
ting into the wood—it’s easy to get 


them in, easier on the wood, too! 


Now's the time to do it 

This is the time of year we long to 
see a few changes to brighten up our 
homes. New curtains in the kitchen 
are an inexpensive way to add a nole 
of cheer. One idea—turn those gay 
but useless hostess aprons into frothy 
café curtains. 

If your kitchen linoleum is looking 
shabby, beyond the help of wax, paint 
it to tide you over until the budget 
will allow new floor covering. Scrub 
the floor well with sudsy water, thea 
wipe with turpentine to remove any 
old wax. Use a good - quality floor 
enamel, applying one or two coals, 


and add stippled or spatter effects Im 


bright colors. Finish with « coat of 
varnish to protect the surface. 
And an automatic light which 


comes on when the door is opened 18 


a blessing in larger closets 


We could go on but there's no more 
space. Cheer up — spring 1s 0M the 
way! ae 
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Sausage Rice Skillet 


Break 1 pound bulk sausage meat 
into small pieces and pan fry until 
lightly browned, stirring with a fork. 
Drain off excess fat. Add 1'4 cups 
Minute Rice, 1 cup thinly sliced 
onions, '4 cup chopped green pepper 
and 14 clove garlic, minced. Sauté 
over medium heat until the rice is 
lightly browned. Add 14 cup water, 
214 cups canned tomatoes and juice, 
4 cup catsup and 14 teaspoon salt. 
Mix well. Bring quickly to a boil, 


cover, andsimmer 10 minutes. Makes 


r 6 servings. 


Almond Rice with Pimento 
Add 114 cups Minute Rice and 4 
teaspoon salt to 144 cups boiling 
water in saucepan. Mix just to 
moisten all rice. Cover, remove from 
heat, and let stand 5 minutes. Mean- 
while, sauté 14 cup slivered blanched 
almondsin 2 tablespoons butter until 
golden brown, stirring constantly. 
Add almond mixture and 2 table- 
spoons diced pimento to rice just 
before serving; mix lightly with a 
fork. Makes 4 servings. 





Carefree Casserole 


Combine 1 can condensed cream of 
mushroom soup, 1)4 cups water, 4 
cup milk, 14 teaspoon salt and 1 
package frozen peas and carrots. 
Bring to a boil and simmer for 2 to 3 
minutes. Pour half the mixture into 
a 14 quart casserole and add in 
layers 114 cups Minute Rice and 2 
cups cooked diced chicken. Top with 
remaining sauce and )% cup grated 
Cheddar cheese. Bake in moderate 
oven (350°F.) for 20 minutes. Makes 


6 servings. 


and look at all the things 
you can make with it! 









always wlll 
because... 


XZ 


Minute 

Rice 
cant turn out 
any way but 


awe Ee" eee, 


perfect! 


he 


Bagh 








Another delicious time-saver 


compliments me 


“17 





ilready cooked, that’s why! 


From package to plate in 5 minutes! 
Always perfectly cooked . ‘a fluffy .. 
with each plump grain separate and succulent. Minute Rice is the 
world’s finest long grain rice . . . and it’s the only rice 
in the world that’s absolutely failure-proof! 
Eliminates uncertainty, drudgery, sticky pans. Brings you a new 
world of good eating because there are so many ways 
to use it. For other interesting recipe suggestions, write: 
te Rice Recipes, Box “O”’, Cobourg, Ontario. 


INUTE 
RICE 


READY 
COOKED 






w 5 mnurec! 









. white... tender... 





from General Foods Kitchens 





Pineapple Rice with Curry 
Melt 3 tablespoons butter in sauce- 
pan. Add 14 eu 


11g cups Minute Rice an 





over medium heat untilrice is 





browr 


teaspoon curry powder and 44 tea- 






nd mix well. Then add 
lowly, continuing 


from heat, and let stand 5 minutes 


4 


\dd 24 ¢ 





p drained canned 


1 pine- 





apple tidbits, mixing lightly with a 


fork. Makes 4 servings. 





Tuna Fish Salad 


are 114 cups Min 





directed on package. Then uncover 
and cool to room temperature. About 
1 hour before serving, combine | 
cup mayonnaise, 2 tablespoons 
chopped pimento, | tablespoon 
lemon juice, 1 teaspoon grated onion, 


1 teaspoon salt and 14 teaspoon 





pepper, mixing well. Combine 1 cup 
irained flaked tuna fish, 2 cups diced 
celery and 3 chopped hard-cooked 
eggs. Stir in mayonnaise mixture. 


gs. 
Add rice; mix lightly. Chill. Serves 6. 





Glorified Apple Rice 


Combine 24 cup Minute Rice, 1 cu 


apple juice, '< teaspoon salt, 14 cu 
firmly packed brown sugar, 4 tea- 
spoon cinnamon, 2 tablespoons seed- 
less raisins and 1 cup diced fresh 
apples. Bring to a boil, cover and 
simmer 5 to 10 minutes or until 
most of the liquid is absorbed. Re- 


move from heat; add 2 tablespoons 





coarsely chopped nuts: 
spoon butter. Stir to blend. Chill 
Just before serving, whip 1 cup of 
cream; fold into rice mixture. 


Serves 4 


It’s “MENU MAGIC” in a package. 
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FAMILY FAVORITES RECIPE CONTEST 


F, waistline watchers) — 
DZERTA PUDDING! | 








SUPPER DISHES 






































delicious ... sugar-free... 
only 54 calories per serving * 
: It’s not much fun putting the stop sign on Nova Scotian weg Food Ramekin 
} desserts, just because you're watching your RS RLE GIBSON, ROUND HILL, N.S. 
wails Now, thanks to new D-Zerta 
Pud and its Jell-O good ol 2 Ib fresh mushrooms VY tsp grated lemon rind 
D- Tarte Gelatin, you too can en oy d yus 4, cup chopped green 2 cups milk and cream, 
i desserts while you diet. And keep your pepper combined 
figure trim as well! 4 cup butter or margarine Vq cup cooking wine 
5 tbs all-purpose flour Vo pt oysters 
1 tsp salt V2 Ib fresh-cooked shrimp 
2 tsp pepper 2 (6-0z) cans crab meat 
Va tsp paprika 1 cup buttered coarse 
Dash cayenne pepper white bread crumbs 
| Fry sliced mushrooms and green pepper in the butter until tender. Add flour, 
eppe prik cayenne an emon rind. Blend thoroughly and stir 
» the ric k-cream combination. Cook and stir until sauce is thick and 
t 4 eH sters in their own juice until edges curl then add 
ce. Add shrimp and crab meat. Spoon into individual scallop shells and 
tf Bake at 375 degrees F. until topping is nicely browned, 
- c x S “ c 
Asparagus Pie 
MRS. ROBERT R. ZELLER, GULL LAKE, SASK. 
v 2 cups rich milk 1 ths flour 
‘ " 1 large bay leaf V2 tsp salt 
. 4 sprigs parsley 1 egg yolk, beaten 
—_— 4 thin slices onion 3/4 cup grated sharp cheese 
of Pinch marjoram 2 pkg frozen asparagus 
se Pinch thyme 10-inch baked pie shell 
| e neg 6 peppercorns V2 cup buttered bread 
| . 1 tbs butter crumbs 
1 can veal junior food 
| = oil) with next 6 ingredients. Strain to 
, f gs. Me e e butter and stir in the veal junior 
| & \ n slightly, then add the hot milk. Stir and 
| ‘ e o boil. Pour over the egg yolk and 
| e 2 > minutes longer. add cheese 
1g to package directions. Drain. Line the 





ragus. Pour over it a thin layer of sauce. 


ge fe : : 1 tOp in opposite direction from first layer. 





























* 
" - = F crumbs and bake at 375 degrees F. for 20 
| I nidture bubbles. Serves 6 
; 8 
| i ee 
| - NS _ FOR EXTRA ENERGY... FLAVOR 
" aie Pea Soup 
| | t ON, HAMILTON, ONT. 2 
| a | t ) cup dried split peas 1 Ib cocktail sausages 
| 2 gts boiling water 4 leeks OR 2 large 
5 
a < tsp salt cooking onions, chopped 
5 1 bay leaf V2 cup each, chopped celery 
as 
‘" * Pig's feet OR 1 Ib and grated carrot 
i pork soup bones V4 tsp black pepper 
“ec al e 
t nd bay leaf for | hour. Bring » boil. 
ig! Cook for 142 to 2 hours, until s are 
| ‘ g he 8 1- Maid 6-F ackK gs teet or bones and cook fot ft an 
¢ 1unch ODOxes, sweet ire 3 aa sg ‘OOK for a further half hour. Remove s:usages 
3 never you re hungry! oa ; , . ies and simmer for 30 minutes until 
i R : ve pigs feet and discard fat an )nes. 
Wh : : sausages and pepper. Reheat thc ghly. 
s thickens ° ‘te hot water from time to time as th. Soup 
a a ; ours, and can be prepared a da ead. 
4 e Wr = Maid Raisin Growers Californ . sei . 3 I Ove the flavor. Serves 6 genero 
Dent H FP recr Cc torn foe “Eines J a 3 ; 5 , 
q ifet Lfin--v, | “i Down- — Continued o e 56 fig 
+ =e 7. 3 [ _ i - a 
4 — os 
SF I a 
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for year-round good health... 


ONE floay wire ee Oe 


MULTIPLE | 
VITAMINS? 


MILES LawonaTORIES, LTO 
mr0, CAmAGA 


Each tiny tablet contains the seven essential vitamins, including B12, ‘ a Products for Better Healt® 
needed daily for complete vitamin protection, especially during winter ae 
when colds and other illnesses are more prevalent. 

ONE-A-DAY *(BRAND) MULTIPLE VITAMINS help maintain resistance to 
infection, aid in growth and keep appetites up to par. You can’t buy 
finer quality! Insist on ONE-A-DAY *(BRAND) MULTIPLE VITAMINS! 


REGISTERED TRADE MARK 


if 
y 





100 tablets $4.49 
250 tablets $8.75 





wis. € $s RABCCTRATORIE SS, iTo., 22 @ iy vs owt a ® } ©@ 


*Reg’d Trademark 
“Products For Better Health” Siestainchiel 
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By the sip or by the swallow 





he good, glad 
taste in tea 





GLAD is the big warm- 
hearted word for the way 
Salada tea makes you feel 
inside. And all over. 

Salada is a bright brew 
that glows in your cup. 
You like it at once and 
you find new things to like 
about it with every extra 
cup you drink. 

Salada combines the & el LEP EK 
choice teas of the world in ° 
a unique blend that no 
other tea has ever been 
able to copy. 


iN 


Sines 


T.M, 
The result is the good Siete 
taste that Canada likes 


best. The reason is in the CANADA’S FAVOURITE TEA 
eye cag . vue _— ‘SALADA @®Tea is one of the fine products 


of SALADA-SHIRRIFF-HORSEY Ltd. 
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Fish in Tomato Cream 


MRS. AUGUSTA WELLON, ST. JOHN’S, NFLD. 


4 tbs butter 

4 tbs flour 

1 cup cream or milk 

1 tsp Worcestershire sauce 
Vg tsp celery seed 

2 ths chopped parsley 
(optional ) 


2 cups flaked, cooked salt cod 
or smoked fish 

1 ths vinegar 

2 ths salad oil 

1 cup chopped onion 

1 (10-0z) can mushrooms 

1 small can tomato sauce 


Sprinkle vinegar over the fish and set aside. Sauté the onion and drained mush- 
rooms in the oil until brown. Add tomato sauce and keep hot. Melt butter in 
a saucepan and stir in the flour. When bubbly add the cream, mushroom juice, 
Worcestershire sauce and celery seed. Cook and stir until smooth. Fold in 
tomato mixture, parsley and fish. Add salt if needed. Heat thoroughly and 
serve over hot rice or noodles. 





MEAT AND FISH 


Vineyard Veal 


MRS. M. C. C. CHAMINGS, VERNON, B.C, 











* FIRST PRIZE 


Vg tsp garlic powder 
/, cup chopped raw onion 


2 Ibs lean stewing veal 
1 tsp paprika 


1 tsp salt 1 cup chicken broth OR 
Vg tsp powdered rosemary canned broth 

3 ths flour VY, cup sauterne wine OR 
2 ths oil other white wine 





2 tbs butter 1 cup sour cream 


Cut meat into 2-inch chunks and dredge in mixture of paprika, salt, rosemary 
and flour. Heat oil and butter in heavy skillet. Brown meat on all sides. Add 
garlic powder, onion, broth and wine. Cover tightly and simmer until meat is 
tender, about 12 hours. Just before serving, stir in sour cream, using propor- 
tion to suit your taste. Serve with butternut squash. Makes 4 to 5 servings. 
BUTTERNUT SQUASH: Peel and cut 2 pounds butternut squash into chunks, Put 
in saucepan with 2 tablespoons chopped onion, | teaspoon salt, and 142 cups 
water. Cover and simmer until tender. Drain. Add 2 tablespoons butter, 
cup hot cream, ¥2 cup grated cheese and 4% teaspoon pepper, Heat thor- 
oughly and serve. 


Rulla Pylsa 


MRS. FRED VEDATIN, BRANDON, MAN. 


2 to 3 Ib mutton flank (boned) 
3 tsp salt 

VW tsp saltpeter 

Vy tsp ground cloves 


34, tsp ground allspice 
3/4 tsp black pepper 
1 onion chopped fine 


Place flank open on a pastry board. Trim edges if necessary. Spread evenly 
with a mixture of salt, saltpeter, spices and black pepper. Sprinkle with chop- 
ped onion. Roll up tightly like a jelly roll. Sew both ends and overlapping 
edge to the roll with needle and thread or household string. Wind a long piece 
of cord around the roll to hold in shape. Leave in refrigerator for 3 to 5 days 
to allow spices time to flavor the meat. Set in a deep pan and cover with 
boiking water. Cover and simmer for 12 to 2 hours depending on size and 
shape of meat roll. Drain and place in the refrigerator with a weight on top. 
Leave overnight then remove thread and cord. Slice very thin as cold meat 
or sandwich filling. (Veal flank may be substituted in this recipe.) 


Deluxe Ham Loaf 


MRS. A. J. MURCHISON, CHARLOTTETOW N, P.E.I. 


1 Ib ground cured ham 

1 Ib ground fresh pork 

2 eggs, slightly beaten 

1. cups milk 

2 tsp prepared mustard 


11/4, tsp salt 

2 cups seasoned dry bread crumbs’ 
V2 tsp savory 

VY, tsp sage 

Black pepper or dry mustard 





Mix ingredients in order given and pack into a greased loaf pan. Cover \ ith 
foil and bake at 350 degrees F. for 1 hour, uncover and bake 20 minutes 
longer. Serve in slices with horse-radish cream sauce. 

*If soft bread crumbs are used reduce milk to 1 cup. 


Continued on pag. 58 
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Fruit Puffs . 


Next time you feel like showing off a little, 
let Det Monte Fruit Cocktail help you turn out 
this spectacular dessert. 

Youll find Det Monte is the time-saving, work- 
saving fruit cocktail that does you credit right 
down the line—with gay colors, tidy cuts, and 
a perfectly delightful flavor balance. 

Everyday desserts and salads take on a festive 
air with Det Monte Fruit Cocktail, too—so treat 
your family tonight. Once you've tried this fine 
fruit cocktail you'll know why Det Monte is 
known as the brand that puts flavor first. 
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. all dressed for a party the easy way, 
with summer-bright Del Monte Fruit Cocktail 


FRUIT PUFFS 


8 large baked cream puff shells 

1 can (28-0z.) DEL MONTE 2 tablespoons lemon juice 
Brand Fruit Cocktail 2 eggs, separated 

14 cup sugar 1 cup heavy cream, whipped 

3 tablespoons cornstarch Chocolate sauce, if desired 


1/4, teaspoon salt 


Drain fruit; save syrup. Mix sugar, cornstarch, salt in saucepan. 
Stir in % cup syrup from fruit; cook and stir on moderate heat 
till thick and glossy. Stir in lemon juice. Blend about half hot 
mixture with slightly beaten yolks; return to pan. Cook and stir 
1 min. Cool; fold in stiffly beaten whites. Chill. Just before 
serving, mix in whipped cream till well blended. Fill split puffs 
with mixture and fruit. May be served with chocolate sauce. 


Del Monte Fruit Cocktail 


, FRUIT COCKTAIL 
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Chicken in Orange Sauce 


MRS. ELMER FRASER, ANTIGONISH, N.S. 


2 to 3 Ibs cut-up V4 tsp Tabasco 
broiling chicken Yq cup sliced celery OR 
¥%, tsp salt green pepper 

3 ths butter V2 cup finely chopped 
3 tbs all-purpose flour almonds 

V2 tsp ginger VY cup raisins 

Dash ground cloves 1 orange, sectioned 
2/2 cups orange juice 


Skin chicken and sprinkle the pieces lightly with salt. Melt butter in a skillet 
and brown the chicken on all sides. Remove from pan and set aside. Add the 
flour and spices to the dripping and stir to a smooth paste. Add the orange 
juice and Tabasco. Cook and stir until the mixture thickens smoothly. Add the 
chicken pieces, celery, almonds and raisins. Cover and simmer over low heat 
until the chicken is tender, about 45 minutes. Add orange sections the last 
5 minutes of cooking time. Serve over hot cooked rice. 











* FIRST PRIZE 


Coconut Crumb Coffee Cake 


MRS. CLARE GOURLEY, VICTORIA, B.C. 


2/, cup brown sugar 
3 tbs flour 

2 tsp cinnamon 

VV, cup melted butter 
V, cup chopped nuts 
V, cup lightly toasted 1 cup sugar 
flake-type coconut 1 ths baking powder 
Yq cup cookie crumbs V2 tsp salt 

1 large egg, beaten 3 cup shortening 


2/5 cup milk 

VY, tsp vanilla 

V, tsp almond extract 
2 cups sifted cake and 
pastry flour 





Mix first 7 ingredients together and set aside. Mix egg, milk and flavorings 
together. Sift flour, sugar, baking powder and salt into a bowl. Add shortening 
and cut it in very fine. Stir in egg mixture. Spread half this batter in a greased 
8-inch square pan. Sprinkle with two thirds of the crumb mixture, then add 
another layer of batter and sprinkle with remaining crumbs. Bake at 375 
degrees F. for 30 to 40 minutes. Cool and decorate with swirls of fluffy butter 
icing, flavored with almond extract. Sprinkle with fine toasted coconut. 


Snow Muffins 


MRS. EARL STAUFFER, MOOSE JAW, SASK. 


2 cups sifted cake and 3/4 cup milk 
3 ths melted butter 
V2 tsp grated lemon OR 


orange rind 


pastry flour 

3 tsp baking powder 
VY. cup white or brown 
sugar V2 cup clean white snow 
¥%, tsp salt V2 cup raisins 


Mix dry ingredients in a bowl. Make a depression in the centre and pour in 
the milk, butter and grated rind. Stir slightly. Add snow and raisins. Stir only 
until dry ingredients disappear. Spoon into 12 buttered muffin pans filling two 
thirds full. Bake at 400 degrees F. for 15 to 18 minutes. Serve hot with butter 
or strawberry preserves. 


Clean frost scraped from a freezer may be used instead of snow. 


Cranberry Doughnuts 


MRS. W. A. DICKSON, WHITEHORSE, YUKON 


34, cup chopped fresh 3 cups sifted all-purpose 
cranberries flour 

V4 cup sugar 2 tsp baking powder 

2 ths all-purpose flour 1 tsp baking soda 

2 eggs 1 tsp salt 

3 ths melted butter Vg tsp each muce, 

3, cup sugar cinnamon, nutmeg 

2/, cup sour milk 














Mix the first three ingredients together and set aside. Beat eggs until thick 
and add butter, sugar and sour milk. Sift dry ingredients together and add all 
at once. Mix until smooth. Fold in cranberry mixture, chill 1 hour. Roll out 
on floured board to %-inch thickness and cut with floured doughnut cutter. 
Fry in deep hot fat at about 375 degrees F. Drain on absorbent paper and 
roll in icing sugar. Serve warm. 


Butterscotch Muffins 


MRS. S. MARCOVITCH, MONTREAL, QUE. 


Brown sugar 6 tsp baking powder 
Corn syrup VV, tsp salt 

VY, cup butter 1 cup sour cream 

V4 cup sugar 2 ths melted butter 
2 eggs 34, cup brown sugar 
3 cups sifted pastry flour Chopped cashew nuts 


Butter 16 large muffin cups, sprinkle each with brown sugar and drizzle with 
corn syrup. Cream butter, sugar and eggs together until fluffy. Add sifted dry 
ingredients then stir in sour cream to make a very soft dough. Pat out lightly 
on well-floured wax paper into a rectangle, about 16 x 7 inches. Brush with 
melted butter and sprinkle with brown sugar. Roll up, and cut into 16 1-inch 
rolls. Place cut side down in prepared pans. Bake at 375 degrees F. for 20 
minutes. Invert on a cake cooler and sprinkle with nuts. 


Crusty Cheese Bread 


MRS. E. BALTAZ, KITCHENER, ONT. 


134, cups water 1 pkg active dry yeast 
V2 cup corn meal VY. cup lukewarm water 
2 tsp salt 5 to 51/. cups sifted all- 
V2 cup table molasses 
2 tbs butter 


purpose flour 
34, ib Cheddar cheese 


Mix the first three ingredients together in a 2-quart saucepan. Bring to a 
boil and cook | minute. Remove from heat, add molasses and butter. Cool 
to lukewarm. Dissolve yeast in the /% cup lukewarm water and stir into the 
corn-meal mixture. Add enough flour to form a stiff dough. Knead on floured 
surface until smooth, about 5 minutes. Let rise in a greased bowl until 
double the size, about 1 to 1% hours. Cut cheese into %4-inch cubes. Knead 
dough on surface sprinkled with corn meal working cheese into dough a 
little at a time, until cubes are evenly distributed. Shape into two loaves, 
covering all cheese cubes with dough. Place in greased loaf pans lined with 
foil. Let rise until doubled. Bake at 350 degrees F. 45 to 55 minutes until 
deep golden brown. 





DESSERTS 








Belgium Cheesecake 


MRS. BETTY PARDEE, CALGARY, ALTA. 


* FIRST PRIZE 


1 cup crushed graham V2 cup cold water 

wafers 4 egg yolks 

V4 cup soft butter 4 (4-o0z) pkg cream cheese 
Yq cup fine sugar 3 ths lemon juice 

1 cup hot water Yq tsp grated lemon rind 
V2 cup sugar V2 pt whipping cream 

1% envelopes plain 4 egg whites 

gelatine 1 cup cherry pie filling 


Combine the first three ingredients and press half the mixture into the bottom 
of a greased 8- or 9-inch round pan, 3 inches in depth, preferably one with a 
removable base. Measure hot water, sugar and gelatine into a double boiler 
and stir until dissolved. Add egg yolks and cold water beaten together. Sti! 
until thickened. Remove from heat. Beat cheese. lemon juice and rind togethe: 
and stir in the hot mixture. Chill until thickened. Fold in stiffly beaten whip 
ped cream then fold in stiffly beaten egg whites. Scrape into prepared pan and 
spread remaining crumbs over the top. Chill about 4 hours. Remove from pan 
and cut in wedges. Spoon cherry filling over each serving. Serves 12 to 15 


Continued on page 60 
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-lood ‘“Sure-Fire Success’ Recipe 
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Here’s a simple but sophisticated main-dish . . . a savoury And when you bake it with Robin Hood Flour, you know 
bacon-cheese custard pie ! Actually, this isa celebrated French _ it will come out just like the picture. Robin Hood is specially 
dish called ‘Quiche Lorraine” (pronounced ‘‘Keesh Lorrayne”’). _ milled from the nutritious hearts of wheat .. . and every batch 
Our adaptation of it looks wonderfully professional but, asthe _is bake-tested before it’s ever sold. So Robin Hood Flour is 
recipe will show you, is very easy. extra-good .. . in every possible way. 


See our nice 
hew bag 7 

It holds the same 
fine flour as 
always ... the 

“ . " 
faithful” flour 





Step ] The Pastry. 1 cup sifted Robin Step 3 The Filling. 6 slices bacon. 3 oz. 


Hpod All-Purpose Flour. 14 teaspoon salt. sliced Swiss cheese. 4 eggs, lightly beaten. 1 . 

Few grains garlic salt. 14 cup lard or shorten- tablespoon Robin Hood All-Purpose Flour. 14 that gives you 
ing. 2 to3 tablespoons cold water. (Note: Both teaspoon salt. 44 teaspoon pepper. Few grains prize results 
pastry and filling may be made ahead of time.) cayenne pepper. 2 cups light cream. 


every time you 
bake 

Robin Hood 

is Bake-Tested 
Twice... for 
best results 
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Step 2 Sift together salt, flour, garlic salt. 
Cut in shortening to size of small peas. Add 
cold water a teaspoonful at a time, while 
tossing mixture lightly with fork. Press to- 
gether, flatten slightly, chill 10 minutes. Roll 
to fit 9” pie-plate. 


é g 

Step 4 Dice bacon, fry crisp. Drain, 
spread in pie shell, cover with cheese slices. 
Combine other ingredients, strain into pie 
shell. Bake at 400° F. for 15 minutes, reduce 
heat to 325° F. for 25-30 minutes more, until 
silver knife inserted in pie comes out clean. 


- Robin Hood 
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Vinegar Pudding 


MRS. C. E. BISHOP, HOPEWELL CAPE, N.B. 


VY cup table molasses 13, cups sifted all-purpose 
VY. cup brown sugar flour 

3 ths butter 2/2 tsp cream of tartar 
1 cups hot water 1/2 tsp soda 

1 ths vinegar 2 ths sugar 

\, tsp nutmeg V4 cup butter or shortening 
Vg cup washed raisins 1 egg, beaten 

V2 tsp vanilla Vs cup milk 





Preheat oven to 400 degrees F. Mix the first 8 ingredients in an 8x8-inch 
baking dish and heat in the oven for 5 minutes. Sift the next four ingredients 
into a bowl. Cut in the butter as for pie crust. Mix the egg and milk together 
and stir into the dry ingredients to make a soft dough. Roll out into a square 
Y inch thick, and cut in strips 2% inches long. Place in the hot sauce and 
bake for 25 minutes. Serve with rich pouring cream. 


Baked Raisin Lemon Rice 


MRS. T. E. SMITH, LONDON, ONT. 


VY cup seediess raisins 2 cups milk 
2 ths rum or 2 tsp rum V4 tsp salt 
flavoring , 2 ths butter 


1 tsp lemon juice 
Grated rind of 1 lemon 
\, cup long-cooking rice 


2 eggs, separated 
V4 cup sugar 
Vg tsp nutmeg 





Wash raisins. Drain and add rum, lemon juice and lemon rind. Let stand 2 
hours or overnight. Put the rice, milk and salt in top of a double boiler and 
cook until rice is tender and mixture thickened. Remove from heat and stir 
in the butter. Add the egg yolks, sugar and nutmeg beaten together. Cool. 
Fold in the raisin mixture and stiffly beaten egg whites. Pour into a greased 
casserole. Set casserole in a pan of hot water and bake 30 minutes in slow 
oven, 325 degrees F. Serve warm with thick pouring cream. 


Eggnog Pie 


MRS. R. MASSON, GALT, ONT. 


1, cups ground walnuts 
2 ths sugar 

3 ths melted margarine 

1 pkg vanilla pudding and 
pie filing (cocking type) 
1 ths gelatine 

VY, tsp salt 

V4 tsp nutmeg 


2 egg yolks 

2 cups milk 

V4 cup sherry 

2 egg whites 

V4 cup sugar 

VY. cup heavy cream, 
whipped 





Mix ground nuts, sugar and melted margarine together. Press evenly in bottom 
and up sides of a 9- or 10-inch, deep pie pan. Bake at 375 degrees F. for 10 
to 15 minutes. Cool. 

Combine pudding mix, gelatine, salt and nutmeg in a saucepan. Add egg 
yolks and milk mixed together. Cook and stir until mixture thickens and 
comes to a boil. Remove from heat; add sherry. Beat egg whites until foamy, 
add sugar and beat until stiff. Fold in hot pudding. Chill until slightly thickened 
then fold in whipped cream. Pour into cold pie shell. Chill one hour or more. 
Garnish with whipped cream and shaved chocolate. 





CAKES AND COOKIES 











Old Virginia Burnt Sugar Cake 


MRS. VIOLA J. HARRIS, VANCOUVER, B.C. 


VY, cup butter 3 tsp baking powder 

1 tsp salt 

3 egg whites 

Peanut Butter Syrup** 

2 cups creamy butter icing 
Toasted salted peanuts 
(optional) 


11/4. cups white sugar 

3 egg yolks 

3, cup cold water 

4 tbs Caramel Syrup* 

1 tsp vanilla 

2 cups sifted all-purpose 
flour 


60 








Cream butter and sugar together until fluffy. Add egg yolks. Combine water, 
Caramel Syrup and vanilla. Add sifted dry ingredients alternately with syrup 
mixture. Mix well. Fold in stiffly beaten egg whites. Pour batter into 2 well- 
greased and floured 8-inch layer pans. Bake in 350-degree-F. oven for 35 to 
40 minutes. Cool and remove from pans. Spread icing over each layer, then 
swirl Peanut Butter Syrup over top of icing with a spatula. Place layers to- 
gether. Cover sides of cake with icing and decorate with more swirls of 
Peanut Butter Syrup and peanuts. 

“CARAMEL SYRUP: Melt 2/3 cup white sugar in a heavy pan over low heat. 
Stir and cook until a rich brown color. Add % cup hot water and cook until 
lumps are dissolved. Cool before using. 

**PEANUT BUTTER SYRUP: Boil 34 cup white sugar with 2/3 cup water for 
about 4 minutes. Remove from heat and beat in 6 tablespoons peanut 
butter. When thickened and almost cool swirl as directed in recipe. 


Mocha Fleck Cake 


MRS. DOROTHY ROWSE, SOUTH FORT GEORGE, B.C. 


2 cups sifted all-purpose flour 
21/2 tsp baking powder 


3/, cup shortening 
21, cups sifted confectioner’s sugar 


3 unbeaten eggs 1 tsp salt 
1 cup strong coffee 2/5 cup cake decorations 
1 tsp vanilla (chocolate) 


Cream shortening and sugar together until fluffy. Blend in eggs, beating well 
after each addition. Combine coffee and vanilla. Add alternately with sifted 
dry ingredients to the creamed mixture, beginning and ending with dry 
ingredients. Blend thoroughly. Stir in chocolate decorations. Turn into two 
greased and floured 8- or 9-inch layer pans. Bake at 350 degrees F. for 30 to 
35 minutes. Cool. Fill and frost with Mocha Butter Cream Frosting. 

MOCHA BUTTER CREAM FROSTING: In a saucepan mix 1/3 cup butter, 44 cup 
cocoa, 4% cup strong coffee and 4% teaspoon salt. Heat slowly until butter 
melts. Remove from heat and add 4 to 4% cups sifted confectioner’s sugar 
and | teaspoon vanilla, blending well. 


Lemon Cookie Tarts 


MRS. D. G. MCBRIDE, GLADSTONE, MAN, 


1% cups sifted all-purpose 2/, cup sugar 

flour 2 ths melted butter 

3 ths sugar 1 egg, well beaten 

V2 cup grated cooked potato 
2 tsp grated lemon rind 

4 tbs lemon juice 


3, cup butter or magarine 
3 ths milk 
VY, tsp vanilla extract 


Mix flour and 3 tablespoons sugar together. Cut in the 34 cup butter, then add 
milk and vanilla mixed together. Press small amounts of the dough in the 
bottom and halfway up sides of small tart tins (about 14%4-inch bottom di- 
ameter). Chill while mixing filling. Combine remaining ingredients and spoon 
into prepared tart tins. Bake at 300 degrees F. for 10 minutes, then increase 
heat to 375 degrees F. and bake 5 minutes longer. Makes 2% dozen tiny tarts. 


Swiss Chocolate Fingers 


MRS. A. P. O'LEYNICK, WINNIPEG, MAN. 


1 cup sifted all-purpose 2 eggs 

flour 2/5 cup sugar 

V4 cup sugar 2 tbs flour 

Va tsp salt V4 tsp salt 

V3 cup butter Yq cup light cream 
Yq cup flaked coconut 1 tsp vanilla 

1 (8-0z) pkg cream cheese Y2 tsp cinnamon 
2 squares (2-oz) unsweet- 

ened chocolate, melted 


Sift flour, sugar and salt together and cut in butter until Pp 


articles are fine. 
Add coconut. F 


Press into a greased 8-inch square pan. 

pe cheese, chocolate and eggs together until fluffy. Stir in sugar, flour 
wn “4 Beat well. Add cream, vanilla and cinnamon. Pour into prepared 
pan. Bake at 350 degree F. for 40 to 45 minutes. Chill. Cut in fingers. END 
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RUSSIAN HOUSEWIFE— 
NEVER SO GOOD 


Continued from page 27 


As she looks around Moscow she can 
see a great face-lifting operation tak- 
ing place. Thirty-story buildings stand 
where unpainted wooden houses sag- 
ged before. Sleek new cream-and-red 
buses replace rattling old trams. Raw, 
new streets are being gouged out of 
the suburbs and even such Western 
fripperies as cafeterias and super- 
markets are making an appearance. 

She realizes that the shambling, 
backward Russia of forty years ago 
has been elevated to one of the two 
greatest powers in the world. In the 
wonder of her new life she can for- 
get the hideous human suffering and 
the indignity that accompanied this 
change. 

During last year’s international 
thaw, seven thousand U.S. citizens 
visited the U.S.S.R. (only about three 
hundred Canadians went). Even the 
Iron Curtain cracked a little to allow 
a tiny trickle of Soviet citizens out to 
see the rest of the world. But a 
Russian housewife has, perhaps, 
more chance of visiting the moon to- 
day than she has of taking a trip to 
North America. She knows no more 
about Canada than the average Cana- 
dian would know about New Guinea. 
Customs wore a bun 

Her vision of us is only slightly 
more distorted than our vision of her. 
The first thing that struck us as our 
CHATELAINE party of four — Vivian 
Wilcox, fashion editor; Bette Milne, 
our model; Paul Rockett, photogra- 
pher, and myself—stepped out of our 
British European Airways plane at 
Moscow airport, was the kind of ama- 
teur-hour atmosphere. Accustomed as 
we are on this continent to uniform- 
ed, no-nonsense customs officials, we 
couldn’t believe that the tousle-haired 
schoolboy and the dumpy woman in 
the sagging green cardigan and the 
untidy bun, were the officials to check 
our papers. We felt they must be fill- 
ing in for the real staff who were 
away that night. Was this the ominous 
police state of Hollywood films? 

The U.S.S.R. is becoming more re- 
laxed with its visitors. We were not 
There 


might have been hidden microphones 


followed to our knowledge. 
in our rooms but as far as we could 
check—and we did—there were none. 


But on the other hand we had no 





| bd . 
S ul nosh Lie AY ge »| You whip skim milk 
powder to make this delicious filling and frosting. Whipping 
for desserts is just one of the many ways this nutritious 


product of Nature helps lighten both calories and food cost. 


Party Good: and you can lighten 
calories and cost with Skim Milk Powder 


RECIPE ‘\_ 


For filling and frosting dissolve 

1 (3 ounce) package orange 

jelly powder and ! cup sugar in 
34 cup boiling water. Add *4 cup 
orange juice; cool until slightly 
thickened. Mix ! 
cold water and 2 teaspoons lemon 
juice; add 14 cup instant skim 
milk powder. Beat until soft peaks 
form. Fold into jelly mixture. 


9 Cup ice 


Cut a 1 inch slice from inverted 
large angel cake. Make a trough in 
cake, I! inches wide and 1!4 inches 
deep. Cube this removed cake and 


combine with ! 


2 cup diced oranges 
and '4 of topping mixture. Spoon 
into trough and replace top slice. 
Frost top and sides with remaining 
topping. Orange sections go on top, 


toasted cocoanut on sides. Chill. 


Dairy Foods 


DAIRY FARMERS OF CANADA 


409 Huron Street, Toronto, Ontario 
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Cars are almost as hard to come by 
in Russia as a copy of the New York- 
er. A small Moskvich car costs twen- 
ty-five thousand rubles—six thousand 
two hundred dollars. A car for every 
family is not even clearly in focus in 
the Great U.S.S.R. dream. 

Better clothing in the last three 
years has become a more attainable 
goal. But any Russian woman who 
wails to her husband, “I haven't a 
thing to wear,” is probably speaking 
a near truth. Even in the gorgeous 
crimson-and-gold atmosphere of the 
Bolshoi Theatre, Russian women turn 
out in ugly orange-colored brogues, 
applesauce - colored cotton stockings 
and sagging shapeless plum- and slate- 
colored crepe dresses. 

Shopping is plagued by seasonal 
inconsistencies. Bathing suits are in 
plentiful supply in January but not 
to be had in July. Fur caps for chil- 
dren are cluttering up counters in 
August and have disappeared by No- 
vember. 

Shoes are fantastically expensive. 
Everywhere we went the Russians 
would stare first at our faces and 
then their eyes would dart to our 
high-heeled shoes. A pair of thick- 
heeled brogues which sell in GUM, 
the big government department store 
in Moscow, for around thirty dollars, 
wouldn't cost more than three dollars 
in Canada. Nylons cost nine dollars a 
pair. A coat in uninspired dingy 
green costs two hundred and ten dol- 
lars. A rabbit wrap runs around one 
hundred and thirty dollars. Brassieres 
in violent pinks and blues (and con- 
sidered delicate and feminine by 
Russian women who had to endure 
greens and purples before) cost six 
dollars, a girdle thirty. 

The Russian government has decid 
ed that the people can't live forever 
on heavy industry alone, and fashion 
houses and fashion magazines have 
been established to educate the people 
on dress. To see high style in Rus 


sian terms, I attended a fashion show 





WHERE TO BUY 
Fashion Flight to Moscow 


The clothes photographed in Moscow, 
on pages 32 to 35, are available at 
Eaton's in the following cities: Char- 
lottetown, Halifax, Moncton, Mont- 
real, Toronto, Hamilton, Winnipeg, 
Calgary, Edmonton, Vancouver, Vic- 


toria, New Westminster. 
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anewx pure fruit jelly treat from Shirriff 


Here’s apple jelly that tastes 
like sweet cider right from the 
cider press. The choice fruit of 
Canada’s leading apple regions 
gives it that good old-fashioned 
flavour. Another in the Shirriff 
line of good things... good for 
breakfast and all through the 
day. Have some? 


Shirriff 


Canada’s favourite pure fruit spreads 





CRAB APPLE + SNOW APPLE + STRAWBERRY 
GRAPE + RED CURRANT + BLACK CURRANT 
MINT «© CRANBERRY SAUCE 
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A FASCINATING TREND 
IN HOME DECORATION 


Perhaps there are rooms in your 
home that no longer please you as 
once they did. Or perhaps you are 
contemplating moving to a new home. 
In either case, y4 


it will PS ae 
be well 2 ther 
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worth ~ Se “tao 
hil Sie Ape 
l f » * >. {\% 
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to investigate om eas 
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. ~ Mais < 
trend in home A 


decoration... 

wallpaper. All across Canada today 
modern wallpaper is adding style 
and beauty to new homes and re- 
storing charm and dignity to old 
ones. It is, beyond question, the 
most rewarding way yet discovered 
to beautify a home. 


One of the most fascinating de- 
velopments for the modern home- 
maker is the availability of home 
murals. They give a new attractive- 
ness to halls, dining rooms, dinettes 
or, in fact, toany room wherea feeling 
of restful depth and spaciousness is 
desired. Formerly produced only for 
covering large areas at correspond- 
ingly high cost, wallpaper murals 
are now especially designed for use 
in any home at very moderate cost. 


Whatever your decorating needs 
you ll find answers to them in the 
1960 line of Cana- 
dian Wallpapers 
now in the stores. 
You'll be able to 
choose from a wide 
and varied range of 
exquisite designs, 
textures and col- 
ours. However ex- 
acting your ideas, 
you Il find just the 
wallpaper to give 
any particular room the impress of 
your personality and the atmosphere 





you desire. 


Modern wallpapers are washable 
and ready pasted . . . a boon for the 
“‘do-it-yourselfer”. Be sure to see 
the complete line— including the new 
home murals by Canadian W allpaper 
Manufacturers Limited. 
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conversation with any Russian offi- 
cial without at least one other Rus- 
sian being present. Telephones are 
still tapped. Letters, especially if they 
come from outside the country, are 
often delivered with the envelopes 
clumsily reglued. 

One incident on our visit to Mos- 
cow particularly chilled me. I asked 
my interpreter, supplied by the state, 
if I might talk to the editor of a Rus- 
sian woman’s magazine. She took me 
to Kuznetsky Most Street. We enter- 
ed a courtyard, walked along a crum- 
bling passageway into a large, drably 
furnished office. A small, alert-looking 
woman in steel-rimmed glasses ap- 
peared and was introduced as assistant 
editor of the Soviet Woman. Three 
other people—a man and two women 
—entered the room, nodded and sat 
down. As the assistant editor spoke no 
English all my questions had to be 
translated by my guide into Russian 
and her answers had to be translated 
into English for me. It was a pon- 
derous way to have a friendly chat. 

About halfway through the inter- 
view when I started to discuss print- 
ing processes, the man broke in. To 
my amazement, he spoke perfect Eng- 
lish with a slightly Scottish accent. 
Later on the other two women spoke 
—-both in perfect English. I felt the 
cold oppressiveness of a country where 
it wasn’t possible for two people in 
the same business to sit down for a 
small exchange of shop talk without 
every word being triple-checked. 

But in spite of incidents like this, 
which seem clumsy and degrading to 
a Westerner, the Russian people feel 
that they are enjoying a_ glorious 
dawn of new freedom and good living 


after the long night of Stalinism. 


Suburbia in Russia 


Apartment buildings are shooting 
up on the outskirts of Moscow as 
fast as any building boom on this 
continent. They are plain, uncomfort- 
able, blocklike structures even by the 
worst Canadian standards. The Rus- 
sian nation is probably the worst- 
housed industrial country in the 
world. For this reason no Russian 
ever invites you to visit his home. 

However, I did visit the home of 
Jennifer Statham, an Englishwoman 
married to a foreign correspondent 
The Stathams live in a showplace 
development of Moscow. Built last 
spring, it includes several eight-story 
apartment blocks, landscaped parks, a 
créche for children, a shopping centre, 


a movie house, a cafeteria, a laundry 


with automatic equipment and a deli- 
catessen. I was amazed to see even in 
this new building that steps were al- 
ready crumbling, and plaster walls 
cracking. 

The Statham flat is a tiny bachelor 
apartment by our standards. But by 
Russian standards the Stathams are 
living in spacious splendor. Jennifer's 


husband’s job entitles him to much 
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more than the average allotment of 
space. In the same kind of flat in the 
same building live a father and moth- 
er and two grown-up daughters. 

In some older apartment buildings 
conditions are even more crowded. 
Often bathrooms are pressed into 
use as extra bedrooms and families 
go to public baths for a weekly wash. 
There are no closets. Clothes are 
hung in hallways or packed under 
beds. Rents by Canadian standards 
are ridiculously low—around four to 
six percent of the income of the occu- 
pant. The Stathams pay seventy-five 
rubles a month which, at the official 
rate of exchange of four rubles to 
the dollar, comes to around nineteen 


dollars in Canadian money. 


Young couples who want to get 
married have to face the prospect of 
moving in with in-laws and calling a 
curtained-off corner of a room “home” 


in many cases. 
Jennifer Statham’s kitchen is a 
gleaming miracle of modern design 
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by Russian standards. She cooks on a 
two-burner gas stove which has a 
small oven as well. She happens to 
have a neat Danish refrigerator which 
she was able to import as the wife 
of a foreign correspondent. But most 
of her neighbors get along with a box- 
like compartment built into the wall 
under the window, as a substitute for 
a refrigerator. Even families who can 
afford seven hundred rubles for a 
refrigerator (one hundred and seven- 
ty-five dollars in Canadian money, 
and a month’s salary for the aver- 
age Russian worker) often keep it 
covered with a tablecloth in the living 
room because the kitchen is too 
crowded. 

In many of the older apartments 
one telephone often serves the whole 
building, and you have to go to an 
information booth in your area to find 
the number you want. But transpor- 
tation is good. The marble - lined 
Metro subway with its huge chande- 
liers is fast and efficient. For about 
twelve cents you can travel anywhere 


in Moscow. 


No wax on the parquet 


Although furniture is becoming 
more plentiful, it is still expensive and 
strangely ornate. The fringed lamps, 
carved legs, Oriental rugs and elabo- 
rate brassware in our hotel, the 
Ukraine, the newest hotel in Moscow, 
gave us the sensation of having stum- 
bled into a pre-World War I setting. 
The government has decreed that 
furniture look “Russian,” and U.S.S.R. 
designers have had to grope back for 
inspiration to pre-revolutionary Czar- 
ist times for guidance. 

Russian interiors are full of  in- 
consistencies. For example, sweeping 
up from the hotel lobby was a luxuri- 
ous, De Mille-style marble staircase, 
and the floors all over the hotel were 
parquet in design. Yet no wax had 
ever touched them. Towels in the 
bathroom were the kind that we 
would relegate to the summer cottage, 
but in the centre of the bedroom 
ceiling was a crystal chandelier. The 
elaborate plaster scrollwork around 
the ceiling was flawless, but the plain 
white tiles in the bathroom looked 
as though they had been hastily laid 
by a child. 

Last fall installment buying ca 
to the classless society. Sewing 1 
chines, radies, cameras, clocks an 
motor scooters can now be bought 
credit. TV sets, refrigerators—all 1” 


short supply—are not available even 


for the play-now, pay-later citize: 
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Cars are almost as hard to come by 
in Russia as a copy of the New York- 
er. A small Moskvich car costs twen- 
ty-five thousand rubles—six thousand 
two hundred dollars. A car for every 
family is not even clearly in focus in 
the Great U.S.S.R. dream. 

Better clothing in the last three 
years has become a more attainable 
goal. But any Russian woman who 
wails to her husband, “I haven't a 
thing to wear,” is probably speaking 
a near truth. Even in the gorgeous 
crimson-and-gold atmosphere of the 
Bolshoi Theatre, Russian women turn 
out in ugly orange-colored brogues, 
applesauce - colored cotton stockings 
and sagging shapeless plum- and slate- 
colored crepe dresses. 

Shopping is plagued by seasonal 
inconsistencies. Bathing suits are in 
plentiful supply in January but not 
to be had in July. Fur caps for chil- 
dren are cluttering up counters in 
August and have disappeared by No- 
vember. 

Shoes are fantastically expensive. 
Everywhere we went the Russians 
would stare first at our faces and 
then their eyes would dart to our 
high-heeled shoes. A pair of thick- 
heeled brogues which sell in GUM, 
the big government department store 
in Moscow, for around thirty dollars, 
wouldn't cost more than three dollars 
in Canada. Nylons cost nine dollars a 
pair. A coat in uninspired dingy 
green costs two hundred and ten dol- 
lars. A rabbit wrap runs around one 
hundred and thirty dollars. Brassieres 
in violent pinks and blues (and con- 
sidered delicate and feminine by 
Russian women who had to endure 
greens and purples before) cost six 
dollars, a girdle thirty. 

The Russian government has decid 
ed that the people can’t live forever 
on heavy industry alone, and fashion 
houses and fashion magazines have 
been established to educate the people 
on dress. To see high style in Rus- 


sian terms, I attended a fashion show 





WHERE TO BUY 
Fashion Flight to Moscow 


The clothes photographed in Moscow, 
on pages 32 to 35, are available at 
Eaton’s in the following cities: Char- 
lottetown, Halifax, Moncton, Mont- 
real, Toronto, Hamilton, Winnipeg, 
Calgary, Edmonton, Vancouver, Vic- 


toria, New Westminster. 
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anewx pure fruit jelly treat from Shirriff 





Here’s apple jelly that tastes 
like sweet cider right from the 
cider press. The choice fruit of 
Canada’s leading apple regions 
gives it that good old-fashioned 
flavour. Another in the Shirriff 
line of good things... good for 
breakfast and all through the 
day. Have some? 


Shirriff 


Canada’s favourite pure fruit spreads 





CRAB APPLE + SNOW APPLE + STRAWBERRY 
GRAPE «© RED CURRANT + BLACK CURRANT 
MINT « CRANBERRY SAUCE 














in the All Union Fashion House, the 
biggest fashion house in Moscow. 
None of the clothes the models wore 
were for sale. The women in the audi- 
ence noted the numbers of the styles 
that appealed to them and then bought 
the pattern to make themselves or 
take to the dressmaker. The commen- 
tary at the fashion show was almost 
offensively educational. The  black- 
suited commentator explained in 
teacher fashion what type of woman 
could wear each style and what ma- 
terials were suitable. She even advis- 
ed the women about the width of 


their husbands’ trousers. 


No fads or false eyelashes 


Accustomed as we are in North 
America to the vagaries of fashion, I 
asked the chief designer of the All 
Union Fashion House, “What is the 
current fad among teen-agers?” A 
five-minute discussion in Russian en- 
sued between him and the editor of 
one of the Russian fashion magazines, 
who was also present. They were 
obviously baffled. It became clear to 
me that there are no “fads” even 
among irrepressible youth in that 
earnest country. 

The official stand toward cosmetics 
is one of disapproving tolerance. A 
woman uses cosmetics as she does bi- 
focals—a sort of sad prop necessary 
in advancing years. Few young girls 
still living under their father’s roof 
use lipstick at all. The choice in both 
nail polish and lipstick is basic and 
the packaging utilitarian. No aura of 
glamour surrounds the beauty busi- 
ness—because there is no beauty busi 
ness. Such sophisticated manifestations 
of Western life as false eyelashes, 
beauty spots and false nails are en- 
tirely unknown. 

Russian women have a choice of 
two hair styles—frizzled or bunned 
An appointment to have your hair 
washed and waved is no hour of re- 
laxation in a perfumed pastel salon, 
but an hour of torture. Russian dry- 
ing machines are constructed of metal 
bars, like elaborate sugar tongs. Hot 
air blows out through holes in the 
bars. There is no way to control the 
heat and the result is uncomfortable 

Children in Russia are warmly and 
much better dressed than adults. One 
reason is that children’s clothes are 
proportionately much cheapet I 
felt the Russian children were over 
dressed. While our party was in Mos 
cow the weather was rarely below 


freezing, yet the children were bun- 


dled up in layers of sweaters and fur 
coats, all tied together with criss- 
crossed scarves and topped with fur 
bonnets. 

School-age children are encouraged 


to wear uniforms—grey coats and 





trousers with brass buttons and grey 
peak caps for boys, and dark-brown 
dresses with white collars and black 
aprons for girls. There are no Prince 
Charles haircuts in Russia. Boys are 
cropped like newly clipped sheep 
and girls wear Dutch bobs or braids 
tied with sheer ribbons. 

No one goes to Russia for good 
food. We knew this. We quickly dis- 
covered that there were about eight 
dishes on the menu at the hotel (all 
menus are identical in all Moscow 
hotels) that were passably good. But 
compared to the average Russian citi- 
zen, we ate like kings. There was no 
lettuce to be had in Moscow while 
we were there. There was no orange 
juice. We did see some oranges in 
the shops but they were so tiny and 
green that they were hardly recogniz- 
able. There certainly are no cake 
mixes, no instant foods and very few 
frozen foods. Butchers seem to hack 
up meat according to their mood that 
day. You simply can’t order a particu- 
lar cut of meat and get it. 

A typical breakfast consists of 
bread, cheese and coffee. The big 
meal of the day is at noon and this 
might be soup, fried potatoes, fried 
cutlets, cake and tea. Supper would 
be a light meal of cold meats, tea 
and cakes. The Russian diet is laden 
with starch and the Russian figure 
testifies to this fact. One of our 
guides couldn't believe Bette Milne, 
our size-ten model, could possibly be 


a mother. 


Sugar at $3 a pound 


To help the working housewife, 
delicatessens are gradually making an 
appearance. Working wives can stop 
on the way home from their jobs 
and pick up jam-can-sized pots of 
soup for about forty cents each, or 
meat and potato salads for twenty 
cents a serving. Bread comes in won- 
derful variety—Armenian loaves, egg 
loaves, pungent black breads, but 
queues at bread shops are still a 
common sight. Milk at thirty cents a 
bottle (smaller than our bottles with 
a narrow top) is sometimes delivered. 
Anything with sugar in it is expen- 
sive. I priced sugar cubes at around 
three dollars a pound. But the worst 


feature about buying food is the time 


Seventy percent of Russia’s doctors 
are women. Dr. Olga Makejeva is 
the head of one of Moscow's big- 
gest research centres for obstetrics 
and gynecology. She spent two 
years with the World Health Or- 
ganization in India, and has had 
twenty-eight scientific papers pub- 
lished. She is the mother of a son, 


nineteen, and a daughter, twelve. d 


it takes. Just suppose you decide to 
have fish for dinner. First you queue 
to get to the counter to see the selec- 
tion. Then you queue to get to the 
cashier to pay for your fish. Then you 
queue again to get your fish. 

But if food and living conditions 
are hard, Russian housewives who 
vork (and almost all of them do be- 
cause they need the money) have no 
trouble arranging their lives to man 
age a career and marriage. First of 
all, mothers are given three and a half 
months’ leave with pay to have a 
baby. If a mother prefers to stay 
home for the first year she is given 
leave of absence and her job is kept 
open for her. 

If she goes back to work, she will 
probably leave her baby in a créche 
until it is three years old. Créches 
are Often supported by the factory 
where the mother works and located 
close to it. The mother deposits the 
child in the morning and she is 
given time off to visit it and nurse it if 
necessary during the day. She collects 
her baby at night after work. 

When a child is three he generally 
goes into a kindergarten unless he is 
being looked after at home. He stays 
in kindergarten until he goes to 
school at seven. I visited one of the 
fifteen hundred kindergartens in 
Moscow. The parents of most of the 
children there are workers in an 
electrical-parts factory close by. The 
children are divided into five groups 
of twenty-five children each. Each 
group has its own teacher, room and 
toys. 

During my visit the children were 
celebrating October Revolution Day. 
The boys were dressed in navy-blue 
shorts and white shirts; the girls wore 


red dresses with white polka dots and 





white aprons. As they marched, sang 


patriotic songs, waved flags (all 
under the watchful eye of a four- 
foot picture of Lenin) they behaved 
as children do everywhere. One little 
boy yawned in the middle of a pas- 
sionate oration by a ramrod-stiff little 
girl with her hair tied up in huge 
white bows. Another child thought- 
fully picked his nose under the vigor- 
ous baton of the music teacher. These 
were small and predictable signs of 
individuality. It’s fashionable to com- 
plain about our conformist society in 
North America, but in Russia your 
child is taken over by the state al- 


most from the day he is born. 


Midwives take over 


For three months in the summer 
the children of this particular school 
go off to a country home outside 
Moscow. Board for each child at this 
home costs the parents from sixty to 
one hundred and twenty-five rubles a 
month (fifteen to thirty dollars). 

At seven, children’ start regular 
school and if their mothers work 
they stay at school for supervised play 
after their lessons are over. 

Care of mothers seems to be ex- 
cellent in the Soviet Union. Visits to 
the doctor are regular and free dur- 
Ing pregnancy. All women are en- 
couraged to practise natural child- 
birth and eighty-five percent of them 
deliver their babies without anesthet- 
ics. Midwives are used extensively 
and take over entirely in remote 
areas. All Russian babies stay in the 
hospital ten days, to give mother and 
baby a good start. 

Almost all babies are breast-fed 
up to ten months, although solid 


food is introduced at three months in 
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N FW SOFTAS | LK New Softasilk is the only leading hand beauty cream with this unique blend of 3 beauty ingredients: 


1) Silicones to protect your hands from harsh detergents 


HAND BEAUTY CREAM IS HERE 2) Allantoin to help heal chapping and soreness 


3) Lanolin to smooth and beautify your skin 
Complete 3-way hand care Apply new Softasilk before and after washing dishes to prevent “detergent hands”. Fragrant, petal- 
pink Softasilk smooths on luxuriously, penetrates instantly, leaving your hands romantically lovely 


Protects—helps heal—beautifies ! Don’t let your hands say “housework’’. Try new Softasilk Hand Beauty Cream today. 


It comes in a tube 
80 tt goes where you go— 
in 3 sizes — purse, medium, large. 
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Lunch- 


at a 


* 
* 
* 
LOBSTER * 
THERMIDOR 


KkewekKke 


Yield — 2 or 3 servings 


1 can (approx. 5 ounces) lobster 


% cup milk 
2 thinly-sliced onions 


Ys cup Ingersoll Cheese Spread or 


new Ingersoll Picnic Cheese 


Drain lobster and cut into rather large Pp! 
onion together in top of double 
discard onion; blend in Ingersol 


cheese is melted. Stir in wine 
dry mustard together slightly. 
Cook over simmering water, 


thickens. Add lobster and pour int 


one larger one. 
* 
Pra nS 2 2 22 8k eee eee! 


xuests will ask for the recipe! 
And no wonder! The real cheese, 
all cheese and nothing but cheese 
flavor of Ingersoll makes this 
Lobster Thermidor a praise- 
winning triumph. Use Ingersoll 
Cheese Spread, or for a tangier 
taste try the new Ingersoll 
Picnic Cheese Spread. 


Ingersoll 


yt TE TREAYS 


penny-wise price 






kkkkkke 


2 thisp. white wine or 
milk 

2 egg yolks 

Few grains salt 


Spread 2 tsp. dry mustard 

eces. Scald milk and 
boiler. Remove from heat and 
1 Cheese Spread and heat until 


or milk. Beat egg yolks, salt and 
Gradually stir in the cheese sauce. 

stirring constantly, until sauce 
o small casserole dishes or 
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Russian mothe K t youngster 
y hangi t which are 
> ly ck 


the form of cereal and juice, which 
the mothers prepare themselves since 
Russian stores don’t stock anything 
resembling the variety of baby foods 
we are accustomed to in Canadian 


stores. 


The U.S.S.R. boasts that women 
have complete equality with men. 
Equality to me seemed to bring with 
it the right to be bricklayers, riveters 
and farm hands. Forty-one percent of 
agricultural workers are women. On 
the other hand, seventy percent of 
doctors are women. Eighty-two thou- 
sand women are engaged in scientific 
research alone. 

Any woman who is lucky enough 
to be engaged in some cultural activ- 
ity or in sport is among the highest 
paid in the country. Outstanding bal- 
let dancers, artists, writers and track 
runners and professors can command 
very high salaries—around one hun- 
dred thousand 


rubles (twenty-five 


thousand dollars) a year. 


Television is amateurish, unsophis- 


ticated and dull. Compared to an 


average evening’s fare on Russian 


TV, the CBC looks like a Hollywood 
extravaganza. There are two TV sta- 
tions in Moscow and six hours of 
viewing a day except Saturday and 


Sunday when TV stations broadcast 


all day. Items on the program are 


announced by girls walking on the 


set and simply naming the next num- 
ber. 


Many movies are monotonous and 
rather laughable in their heavy em- 


phasis on Elsie Dinsmorish themes, 


which contrast the patient, hard-work- 


ing laborer with the nonconformist 


intellectual or the villainous black 


marketeer. 


A Russian would admit he Was tak- 
ing dope before he would admit he 
didn’t enjoy ballet or theatre. One 
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Russian husband IJ heard of was furj 
ous with his wife, and declared that 
his career was ruined, when she told 


some friends that he had fallen as! 


eep 
during Hamlet. 

Russian society is heavily Victorian 
in attitude. Although the Russians we 
met all possessed a good sense of 
humor, no humor appears in Russian 
newspapers and magazines. Sex is not 
exploited to sell anything. Very few 
men — or women — smoke, although 
long, gold-tipped Russian cigarettes 
are not Overexpensive — about thirty 
cents a package. 

Although Russians seem to be 
earnest to a fault, there was also a 
vitality that the visitor couldn’t help 
but feel. The Russian people have 
been told, and they believe, that their 
country is a peace-loving nation with 
no objective except to live well in this 
world. They are proud of their coun- 
try and certain in their belief that 
capitalism will decay and crumble and 
Communism will triumph in the end. 

In the Age of Anxiety, the Russians 
I met seemed not at all anxious. The 
idea that they might be hydrogen- 
bombed obviously seems ridiculous to 
them. There are no air-raid shelters 
in Moscow, and no feeling that they 
will be needed, 


Bette 


than the U.S.A.? 


The Russian people have been told 
that in seven years they will have 
surpassed the United States in indus- 
trial production. They have been told 
that they will be better clothed, bet- 
ter housed and better fed than the 
Americans. 

Utopia, to the casual 
Russia, farther 


visitor in 
seems away than 
seven short years. But even if the 
Soviet Union doesn’t achieve the 
highest standard of living in the world 
in 1967, life for its citizens will be 
vastly improved. How will the Com- 
munist nose-to-the-grindstone way of 
life fare as life becomes easier? Wil 
the passion for world Communism 
fade before a desire for a second car 
and an urge to keep up with the Ivan 
Ivanovitches? 

Time seems to be on the side « 
the Russians. They have goals to 
achieve and the stimulation of tr" 
ing to meet them. But also, in t! 
Sense that increasing prosperity mig! 
bring with it the desire to shop f 
intellectual freedoms as well as co 


sumer goods, time might also be « 


ours. E» 
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Your 


chatelaine —_ crafts stove 


will 


COOK BETTER 


Knit—crochet—or sew 





these lovable toys 
for your favorite small person 


By Wanda Nelles 


Chatelaine Crafts Editor 






PRINCESS POODLE, 
ecceamar a toy sculpture made of felt 


and millinery wire, 7” high. 


(Can be made double size.) A-124. j O 4 eal TT a ad 


LONG JOHN GIRAFFE, 
to be crocheted in any two colors 
you like. About 14” high. A-123. 


PETER COTTONTAIL, 
in his new Easter coat 

of gay printed cotton. 
Whiskers and tail of 

rug cotton, the rest of him 
takes only 1/3 yard of 
material. 

About 13” high. A-121. 


when it’s 


CUDDLES PANDA wears SS . O-: A, . ¢ > : a A Ni j 
a glamorous blue satin bow. ae 


Crocheted in black and white cotton, 

he stands about 10” high. A-122. Because S.0.S. holds so much instant-sudsing soap, pliable, 
interwoven S.O.S. pads are perfect for making your @ griddles gleam . 

@ for quickly cleaning your reflector pans, @ broiler, ® oven lining and © racks 

Keeping all of your stove clean need never become a major operation 


if you use S.O.S. pads regularly. 





Instructions for each item, 25 cents: t 
; : Sri 
Order from Wanda Nelles, 


Chatelaine Crafts Editor, Chatelaine, Wi 
ith S.O.S. 


481 University Avenue, Toronto 2. 
—you finish faster 







Name and address, please! Every month we get some orders 
with no name and address. Please check before mailing. 
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When your home is a Medallion Home 
—you are assured of extra comfort, con- 
venience and efficiency in three important 
ways, all of which help to protect your 
investment. 

First, you can be sure of HOUSE- 
POWER...a well balanced electrical 
system with plenty of capacity for to- 
day’s needs—and for extra circuits in 
the future. 

There will be one or more major ap- 
pliances installed in your Medallion 
Home... it will be wired to accommo- 
date a wide range of additional electric 
appliances. Now and in the future you 





MEDALLION HOMES 


are built with your dreams in mind 


will be able to enjoy all the advantages 
of Living Better Electrically. 

You will have Planned Lighting too 
... ample lighting for activity centres, 
decorative lighting for gracious living, 
and proper illumination for safety both 
indoors and outdoors. 

When you buy a new home—LOOK 
FOR THE MEDALLION SYMBOL. 

Only homes that meet the above re- 
quirements are qualified to display it. 

If you’re living in an older home— 
MODERNIZE IT TO MEDALLION 
STANDARDS. 

All progressive Builders and Electrical 





Contractors recommend and will install 
electrical systems that qualify for 
Medallion certification. 


FIND OUT HOW YOU CAN HAVE 
A MEDALLION HOME... CALL 
YOUR ELECTRICAL CONTRACTOR 
OR YOUR LOCAL HYDRO OFFICE. 
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LIVE BETTER ELECTRICALLY 


NATIONAL ELECTRICAL WEEK—FEB,. 7th—FEB. 13th 
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Choose your favorite color and use it in 
varying amounts for each room. In this 
way your home will seem more spacious 
and have a feeling of continuity. In the 
hallway AT LEFT, we chose pale-gold 
wallpaper to repeat the gold tones in the 
dining area AT RIGHT. For the living room 
we sparked the shades of gold (from very 
pale to deep bronze) with accents of 
turquoise, oyster and deep black-brown. 








BY BARBARA 
REYNOLDS 


Chatelaine Home Planning Editor 
ind director of the Decorator 
Service, who planned these rooms 


How to be your own interior decorator 


WITH THE HELP oF Chatelaine’s Decorator Service 


HETHER you wish to redecorate and 

refurnish in Traditional, Contemporary or 
Colonial; whether you are starting from scratch 
or replacing only a few items of furniture; 
whether you want a new color scheme for one 
room or the entire house, let Chatelaine’s 
Decorator Service help you. 
First — clip and mail this coupon for a free 
questionnaire. Then fill in the questionnaire 


and return it with a $2.50 fee for each room 
other than a living room, for which the fee 
is $5. Your own decorating kit, based on your 
personal color preference, will be assembled 
and mailed to you. This kit will contain select- 
ed samples of paint colors, fabrics, wallpaper, 
furniture illustrations and a proposed furniture 
arrangement. All items recommended are iden- 
tified and available in Canada. 


CLIP THIS COUPON AND MAIL TO: Chatelaine’s Decorator Service 
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Chatelaine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto 2 
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> Meal of the hloith 


A MENU FOR EVERY DAY IN FEBRUARY 





RECIPE OF THE MONTH Festive Valentine Cake 

Filling | Minute tips for flavor and fun... 

12 envelope gelatine 3 ths sugar 

%4 cup orange juice 2 tsp lemon rind : : ; : ' ; , . 5 : zy : 

2 egg yolks 42 cup Maraschino cherries Combine sliced bananas with pie cherries for a deep pie, using domestic rosé wine 
2 tsp salt Ya cup cream, whipped for part of the liquid in the filling. 

Frosting Add chopped candied ginger to a rich lemon sauce to serve with pear dumplings. 
142 cups sugar 2 egg whites i . : : P : . 

1/3 cap Dimaiilidae-talve ‘5 me wondille For lagging winter appetites perk up vegetables with lively seasonings . . . cook peas 
i ths lemon juice 2 tsp orange rind with small onion rings and a dash of celery seed blend chilt powder with lemon 


juice and combine with green beans then top with grated cheese . . . mash cooked 
parsnips and carrots together, season with salt, pepper, nutmeg, then form into pat- 


angel cake recipe and fold in “%4 cup 
Bake in two heart-shaped layer 


Prepare your favorite chiffon or 
tiny multi-colored cake decorations 


ecko poms. Par Ging — comes gulatine, -ornage pulse, cnn yes, ties and pan-fry . try cabbage cooked with caraway and dill seed and served with 
salt, sugar and lemon rind. Cook until the mixture coats a spoon - ’ 

Chill until slightly set, then fold in chopped cherries and whipped plenty of butter. 

cream. Combine frosting ingredients in top of double boiler and beat 


constantly over boiling water until stiff peaks form. Frost cake and 


decorate with red colored butter frosting 


Whiffle artificial creme de menthe syrup through softened vanilla ice cream and freeze 
until firm. Serve topped with mandarin orange sections for a light party dessert. 

















: MONDAY TUESDAY 
Dinners of the month... ———_—_——_—_— 
] Chicken Pot Pie 2 Meat Loaf 
Hot Biscuits Mushroom Gravy 
Buttered Spinach ss Potatoes 
© " , q , ak » J s 
WEDNESDAY THURSDAY FRIDAY SATURDAY SUNDAY on ——. 
SEE PP cnt — SUnSEEEED SEER . shseaitndaniniammeniness | een icesiaialent 
>) Breaded Pork Cutlet Braised Liver | 5 Fish and Chips b Minute Steaks | 7 Stuffed Roast Pork | 8 Veal Chops 9 Cold Roast Pork 
Tomato Sauce with Onions | Coleslaw Fried Mushrooms Spiced Crab Apples j Red Currant Jelly Lima Beans Creole 
Parsley Potatoes Buttered Noodies | Harvard Beets | Whipped Potatoes | Baked Potato | oy Potatoes Caesar Salad 
Cabbage | Creole Corn Rice Raisin Pudding | Brussels Sprouts Glazed Parsnips | Green Beans Hot Cheese Biscuits 


Chocolate Layer Cake 


| Steak 'n’ Kidney Pie 
Tomato Dumplings 
Mashed Turnip 
Gingerbread 
Hot Applesauce 
>. 


; / Spicy Corned Beef 


Apple Dumplings 


iF Salmon Patties 

rench Fried Potatoes 
Braised Celery 

Lemon Sponge Pudding 
Wi hipped Cream 


18 Lamb Curr 


WwW hipped Cream 
1? Fried Chicken 
Cream Gravy 
= Potatoes 
3roccoli 
Deep Apple Pie 


| 19 Stuffed Whitefish 


Cherry Pie 


13 Spaghetti with 

“e Meat Balls 
Chef’s Salad 
Garlic Bread 
semnnanaaniad ee 


fd 


|20 Chicken F ricassee 


Fruit Parfait 


14 A Baked Ham Steak 
Raisin Sauce 
Lyonnaise Potatoes 
Mixed Vegetables 
Chocolate Eclair 


71 Pot Roast of Beef 


| Peach Upside Down Cake 


Blueberry Cobbler 





1 5 Braised ‘Short Ribs. 
’ Pan-fried Potatoes 
Whipped Turnip 
Date Squares 
Ice Cream 


7 )Beet ’n’ Biscuit Roll 


16 Baked Sausages 
Spanish Rice 
Buttered Spinach 
Cottage Pudding 
Butterscotch Sauce 





9 3 Baked Veal Cutlet 

















Mustard Sauce ried Rice Chutney Drawn Butter Sauce Buttered Noodles ‘Roast Potatoes | Creole Sauce weeny, Stuffing 
Brussels Sprouts i Green Peas Duchess Potatoes Creole Corn Cauliflower Au Gratin | Braised Onions Whipped Potatoes 
Parsley Potatoes Hot Rolls Glazed Carrots Chilled Fruit Cup Hot Rolls Relishes ! Salad Greens | Harvard Beets 
Hot Mince Tarts Lime Chiffon Pie Maple Spice Cake Cookies Baked Stuffed cosa nee Bavarian } Fruit Jelly Muffins 
et a | bannplisiatiteitiaaaais = enema pn a ; . . sonia SESE eet EN Re sii 
9 broiled Sweet breads | 25 5 Creole ache 26 Savory Pork Loaf 2] Sirloin Steak 198 Roast Veal 19 ~ Sausage ‘Rolls | 
Baked Potatoes | Fluffy Rice “ Spiced Peaches | Fried Onion Rings “ Cranberry Jelly £JScalloped Tomatoes | 
Broccoli Hollandaise Green Beans Scalloped Potatoes Hash Brown Potatoes Rissolé Potatoes Parsley Potatoes i 
Pear Dumplings | Caesar Salad Glazed Carrots Lima Beans Mashed Turnip Prune Whip | 
Lemon Sauce Chocolate Wafer Dessert Coconut Cream Pie Pannen Strudle Rhubarb Pie Custard Sauce | 
Breakfasts and lunches for every day... 
SUNDAY MONDAY TUESDAY WEDNESDAY THURSDAY FRIDAY SATURDAY 
3 Orange Sections Blended Juice Broiled Grapefruit Tomato Juice Stewed Figs Apricot Juice ked A = ew 
é Smoked Kippers Hot Cereal Protein Cereal Soft-cooked Egg Corn Flakes Jelly Omelet Robed Tost 
= Hot Muffins Bacon Strips Toasted Spice Buns Cinnamon Toast Date Cheese Muffins Whole-wheat Toast Maple Syrup 
2 Ginger Marmalade Toast Honey Marmalade Red Currant Jelly | Jam Honey Honey Butter usages 
= Coffee Cocoa Tea Milk | Coffee Tea Cocoa Milk Coffee ea Cocoa | Coffee Hot Chocolate 
Vegetable Juice Minestrone Soup Macaroni and Cheese | French Onion Soup Chicken a la King . Tomato and Rice Sou : 
£ Chiliburger Tuna Salad Sandwich Tomato Jelly Parmesan Cheese Toasted Popovers Sardine > Sandwich Z i Corn Apple Juice 
z Potato Chips Coleslaw Rye Bread (Toasted Tomato Sandwich elishes Green Salad | Poached Egg 
= Chocolate Cake Butterscotch Pudding Preserved Peaches Baked Custard Baked Apple with Spanish Cream | Fruit Jelly 
= Malted Milkshake Whipped Cream Oatmea! Cookies Ice Wafers Cream Orange Sauce Chocolate Milkshake 





Recipes and snacks for the creative cook... 


LIMA BEAN CASSEROLE: Saute | chopped onion, | pound ground pork SPICY SAUSAGE PATTIES: Combine | pound sausage meat, 2 cup bread 








until meat is browned. Combine with a package of frozen lima beans, 1 
tin mushrooms, | tin tomato sauce. Season with salt, pepper, oregano and 
Tabasco. Top with cheese crumbs and bake at 350 degrees F. 30 minutes. 


70 


bake at 375 degree 
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crumbs, | tablespoon prepared mustard, dash Worcestershire sauce, } 
tin mushroom soup, undiluted. Form into patties, dredge with crumbs and 
s F. 30 minutes. Use remaining soup for sauce. 


END 


1960 
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WOMAN’S THREE 
AGES OF FATIGUE 


Continued from page 20 


highly perceptive lines appear: 


Alas, our frailty is the cause, not 
we! 
For such as we are made of, such 


we be. 


Mr. Shakespeare knew a thing or 
two about women. Sometimes I won- 
der if, like me, he had his tongue in 
his cheek when he wrote of frailty 
in women. Maybe, like me, he was 
impressed with something else about 
them—their fortitude. 

Maybe woman’s fortitude is born 
of her “frailty.” Certainly her very 
femaleness endows her with power, 
even as it imposes limitations. 

A woman is a female all her life. 
From the time she is born until she 
dies, wherever she goes, whatever she 
does, her essential being and behavior 
will be determined by her female na- 
ture. From little girlhood she enters 
the years of erratic growth and de- 
velopment which we call adolescence. 
Then she matures into a child-bearing 
person. For some women, this is a 
time when the power of desire 
emerges and finds the beauty of ful- 
fillment. For others, it is a period of 
lesser acceptance and_ resignation. 
This chapter draws to a close and 
she enters another period of uncer- 
tainty, a time of apparently never- 
ending variation in nervous stamina 
and emotional control —the meno- 
pause. Then come the productive 
years of energy and true fulfillment of 
life for all women. 
Sweetheart—wife—mother 

This is quite a variety program. It 
calls for woman to play many roles 
in a lifetime. First, the flirt. I hope 
the current rage of going steady has 
not permanently outdated this role. 
In my day, playing the field was a 
most amazing, exciting game! 

Then the role unfolds into the part 
of the sweetheart — the wife — the 
mother. After that, a happy woman 
retains the best of each role. Wisdom 
and experience give her the strength 
to woo, to yield, to give, to receive— 
and to remain mistress of herself. 

Three times in her life — in adoles- 
cence, at pregnancy and at the meno- 
pause — a woman's metabolism is in 
a state of erratic excitement. These 


are the times when her store of energy 





Taller today? Measure and see...Get this 


“how-we-grow chart” 
for 50¢and a VELVEETA box top! 


The youngsters will love it — this brightly illustrated “How-We- 









Grow Chart”, marked off to measure them as they grow. Growing 
children thrive on delicious Velveeta Cheese ...an excellent source 
of important milk protein! Get Velveeta, and order a chart for 
each of your small fry. 


¥4-lb., 1-lb. and economical 
2-lb. packages. 





PRerere rs 




















Kraft Foods How-We-Grow Chart Offer 
P.O. Box 1111, Montreal 3, Quebec. 








I enclose 50¢ (cash or money order, no cheques please) 
and the main panel from any size package of Velveeta. 
Please send my “How-We-Grow Chart”, to: 











NAME 

ADDRESS 

TOWN. og Sane 
(Offer expires February 29, 1960) CH 
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rises and falls capriciously, the times 
when fatigue if not handled with un- 
derstanding, humor and intelligence, 
can become a serious problem. 

The adolescent's cyclic life of men- 
struation and fertility, along with 
spurts of physical growth, produces 
her heavy-eyed attitude about getting 
up in the morning, and often a ma- 
laise toward the chores which she 
regards as the least attractive. Not 
only do _ teen-agers sleep heavily 
through the alarm and repeated sum 
monses from other family members 
(though possibly not the faint sound 
of the telephone ringing several rooms 
away!), but because of glandular 
changes they also have emotional! 
highs and lows, sometimes take a dis- 
torted view of life, are often over- 
sensitive to criticism or what they 
believe to be interference from the 
adult world. When I think of teen 
agers I have known, I remember the 
great problem of how to fit everything 
in: studying for Latin examination, 
practising cheerleading for Saturday’s 
big game, washing the dinner dishes, 
getting mother to help fix the hem of 
the skirt that’s absolutely the thing 
to wear to school tomorrow. Some- 
how all of it always has to be done 


in a short period of time! 
Learning to be a woman 


To the teen-ager the world is a 
wonderful, exciting place, full of new 
things to learn, people to meet, places 
to go. This wondrous time of life is 
also a good time to learn about the 
laws of stress. Just so much excite 
ment and just sO many new experi 
ences can be absorbed in a given 
length of time. Then a person runs 
low on the ability to react, and short 
ly becomes too fatigued to take in 
anything. In this period of rapid 
growth and change which affect the 
entire physical body and_ personal 
ity, a wise young person begins to 
learn about his or her own energy 
quota and plan activities accordingly. 

This is where parents can help 
In my own small sphere of influence 
I carry on a constant propaganda 
campaign to the effect that mothers 
and fathers, though they feel impelled 
to follow the modern vogue for paren 
tal permissiveness in some matters 
must take responsibility for helping 
boys and girls learn the important 
things about successful living. A sen 
sible rule or two can be an aid to 
learning. 

For one thing, a teen-age girl needs 


an “early to bed” rule for school 


nights. It is necessary to protect her 
health. When I say bedtime, mean 
that pin curls are up, radio off, and 
she is in bed ready to go to sleep. 
From a health point of view, I’m 
much more concerned about the way 
girls diddle their time away on nights 
when they can go to bed than about 
the late hours they keep by going to 
the movies, dating or baby-sitting. 

Learning to be a woman is an ex- 
citing and absorbing course of study. 
Whether she knows it or not, a teen- 
age girl is taking a first step toward 
happy womanhood by obeying her 
body’s demands for extra rest in this 
first period of female change. It will 
be easier when she comes to the sec- 
ond period, pregnancy, because she 
will have learned the beginning les- 
son of living harmoniously with her 
female nature. 

A woman is different when she is 
pregnant. Maybe she feels better, 
maybe worse, but she’s bound to feel 
different. 

Some ride through pregnancy on 
a cloud of euphoria. They love life; 
they have energy beyond their usual 
quota; they may be warm for the 


first time in their lives; they hardly 


feel fatigue. These are the ones about 
whom people say “Motherhood be- 
comes her, so she will probably be a 
wonderful mother.” 

Alas, it “ain’t necessarily so.” The 
change in her has to do with differ- 
ences in hormone balance and meta- 
bolism which accompany pregnancy. 
After the baby is born, she will re 
turn to exactly the state she was in 
before, her normal metabolism will 
reassert itself. 

Other women are really quite 
droopy and dreary, during pregnan- 
cy. They have a biased outlook on 
life, they have no energy; they are 
chilly most of the time and dont 
enjoy their food. Far from feeling like 
moving mountains, they can hardly 
move from chair to chair. These are 
the ones who secretly or openly vow, 
“never again.” And sometimes their 
husbands do too. 

But this type can find comfort and 
cheer in the fact that she, too, will 
return to her normal metabolism, 
once the baby comes. 

It is too bad that what happens to 
the metabolism in pregnancy is so un- 
predictable, but it is. That’s the reason 


I nearly always advise a girl not to 
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become pregnant until she has been 
married for at least a few months. 
It is no help to a marriage which 
hasn't quite got under way yet for a 
husband to try to cope with the fact 
that his bride is really not interested 
in getting dinner, really not interested 
in getting up in the morning. And, in 


fact, is just not interested. 


Thirty percent miscarry 


It's wise, too, for a husband and 
wife to have time to learn their own 
particular technique of love-making. 
Then, if there’s a temporary lapse 
when the wife is pregnant, they can 
have a happy memory of what it was 
like, and a warm knowledge that it 
will be that way again. 

Every pregnant woman should have 
at least two hours rest after lunch— 
her feet up, and asleep if possible. 

In the first three months her body 


needs this rest to help adjust to the 


pregnancy. During these months, 
when miscarriage is most likely, 


avoiding overactivity and getting reg- 
ular extra rest are two important 
ground rules. 

Sometimes I wonder if some women 
aren't so scared of having a miscar 
riage that they bring it on. It’s hard 
to get across the idea that if you 
take reasonable care of yourself, 
there’s no call to anticipate a mis- 
carriage; and that if you have one, 
that doesn’t necessarily mean you'll 
have another. About thirty percent of 
all pregnancies end in miscarriage, but 
Nature knows what she’s doing, for 
nearly three quarters of these are 
due to a malformed egg. 

There’s a kind of lull for a pregnant 
voman in the middle three months. 
She has more energy. 

In the last three months, the preg- 
nant woman should be storing up 
energy for labor. Never forget, labor 
IS appropriately named. For a few 
hours a woman has a full-time job, 
calling for all the resources her body 
can muster. I tell my patients never 
to short-cut on the afternoon rest 
after the sixth month. 

Some girls, like Jane, a career-girl 
patient of mine, want to stay on the 
job throughout pregnancy. Jane and 
I worked out four energy-saving rules 
which she came to appreciate more 
and more as time went on. First, get 
more nighttime sleep. (She changed 
her bedtime from eleven-thirty to ten- 
thirty during the week, went out only 
on evenings when she could sleep an 
hour or two later the next morning.) 


Second, split the evening household 
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chores. (Her husband took over all 
evening dishwashing.) Third, cut 
down on work in the last three 
months. (She arranged to work short- 
er hours, take fewer assignments.) 
Fourth, in the first and last three 
months, do a minimum of household 
work and party-giving or party-going. 

Deciding what to let slide is an art 
to be mastered by every woman. 

A hidden cause of fatigue in preg- 
nancy is the stress of fear. For all 
its naturalness, having a baby is an 
awesome thing. Mixed with the awe 
is some fear —- of one’s body, of one’s 
ability to have a baby. Bringing new 
life rouses fear of death. Apprehen- 
sion about labor and delivery is often 
not so much dread of pain but, as 
one patient expressed it, “being afraid 
I'll make a fool of myself.” Lastly, 
there is the fear of having an abnor- 
mal baby. There is something about 
a young woman’s pregnancy that 
primes the pump of old wives’ tales. 
A wealth of new ones are added 
every generation to all the old ones. 

The third and last time a woman 
experiences great endocrine change is 
at the menopause. Literally, this is 
adolescence in reverse—the ending of 


the cyclic life. 


Managing the menopause 


No one knows exactly when the 
menopause starts; no one knows 
exactly when it finishes. 

My experience is that the meno- 
pause generally starts in the middle 
forties, reaches its peak in about two 
years and is over at fifty. I have 
known patients who began in the thir- 
ties, or as late as fifty-seven, but these 
were unusual instances. Women live 
through it first and realize the timing 
of different stages later. One cheerful 
thought a woman has to hang onto 
is that it will end. Not only that, the 
best years of her life are ahead. 

Drastic changes in amounts of 
available energy occur from day to 
day during menopause — sometimes 
even from one hour of the day to 
another. These changes vary accord- 
ing to the metabolic state of the body, 
which in turn depends on the stress 
under which the body is functioning. 

Along with fluctuations in energy, 
there are shifts in emotional balance. 
Remember adolescence? Remember 
pregnancy? It’s the same story. The 
glands are changing, and the nervous 
system, which is usually in control of 
the whole operation, is not quite up 
to scratch in its correlating job. 


This is what makes you unable to 


remember the title of the book you 
finished reading yesterday or the 
name of the author; why you may, 
like one friend of mine, patiently 
stuff the teapot with the tea cozy 
instead of the tea bags. Cheer up, to- 
morrow will probably be better. 

The first thing to do about meno- 
pause is to understand it. Establish 
the fact in your mind that the most 
significant thing about the meno- 
pause is the glandular change taking 
place, and that this, because of the 
deep involvement of your metabolic 
patterns, will affect the amount of 
energy you will have available from 
day to day. Soon you will begin to 
be aware that you are having a bad 
day or a good day, and that it’s noth- 
ing to worry about. Then you will 
plan accordingly. 

Those good days can get you in 
trouble, there’s no doubt about that. 
This is one of the funniest aspects of 
the menopause, if you can see it that 
vay. You agree, on a good day of 
course, to do all sorts of things— 
have the family for Thanksgiving, 
entertain the club, chauffeur a carful 
of people on an all-day swim and 
picnic. Comes the day and it happens 
to be a bad one. You can't decide 
what to wear or what to have to eat. 
You don’t feel competent to drive 
the car. You take a jaundiced view 
of seeing even your best friend, let 
alone play hostess to a group. 

After a while you learn, though. 
On those good days, you can do more, 
but you don’t use up all your week’s 
quota of energy in planning a party 
that you're not going to be able to 
carry out without panic. You plan 
parties for fewer people, or arrange 
for more help. You keep your social 
life, but keep it flexible and informal. 
Be prepared to conserve energy. But 
make up your mind that if there’s 
nothing else to do about it, you'll see 
it through. 

Where women in menopause make 
their mistake is in not understanding 
what they need. My prescription calls 
for recreation, laughter, stimulation 
and extra rest. Given these. a woman 
can get on with it, enjoying the good 
days, taking the bad days in her 
stride. When she wakes up feeling 
like something the cat dragged in, 
she should do what she absolutely 
must, then do something she likes to 
do. Go shopping or go to the movies. 
If she has to go to work, she should 
try to make it as much of a “coast- 
ing” day as she can and promise her- 
self that tonight she will do something 


that really appeals to her. 
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I have known women to discover 
entirely new careers or engrossing 
hobbies because they kept their eyes 
open for something that would bright- 
en up those tired, dejected days. One 
of my patients who took her child to 
painting class every week stayed to 
watch one day simply because she 
was too tired and dispirited to get 
going again. She got so interested, 
she decided to try her hand at it 
while she was waiting, though she 
hardly Knew which end of the brush 
to use. In no time she had joined a 
painting class of her own, and even- 


tually did very creditable work. 
You don’t need sympathy 


To combat fatigue, an agenda is 
in order. My own estimate is that on 
an average a woman has about eighty 
percent of her normal energy and 
efficiency during her menopause years. 
This may vary from ninety percent 
on one day to ten percent on another. 

Plan on that. Make sure you have 
a certain amount of time during the 
day that is your own. When your 
emotional tone is low and dreary, do 
not drive yourself through a_ too- 
rigorous schedule. Do what you can. 
If you try too hard to discipline your- 
self, to “pull yourself together,” you 
fall apart. If you are a “tired busi- 
nesswoman” you need refreshment of 
mind and lighthearted laughter. Get 
it into your program for the week. 

Both the teen-age youngster and 
the middle-aged woman need intelli- 
gent understanding from family and 
friends. But the worst thing in the 
world for a menopausing woman is 
sympathy. It may seem as though 
she wants it, but actually she’d rather 
be taken out to dinner. 

In any case, a woman in menopause 
should not compare her energy to 
that of women in other age brackets. 
The woman who complains, “My 
mother works rings around me and 
she’s in her sixties,” is probably 
her own tired forties. She will be 
doing the same as her mother when 
she is sixty. 

An understanding of one’s own 
frailties and a sense of humor are 
the two most important foundations, 
in this period of life as in all others. 
If you are fortunate enough to be 
surrounded by love and affection 
don’t drain it dry, but go out to il 


give to it. END 


The third in this series of six articles 
taken from Dr. Hilliard’s last book wil 


appear in next month’s CHATELAINE. 
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Continued from page 41 


Stan Power right then and _ there. 

“That Cochrane knows his way 
around,” German said weakly, suck- 
ing up to Power. And Rusty laughed 
more genuinely this time, surer of 
himself. But both of them eyed 
Cochrane warily. 

“Bet he’s never been out with a 
girl,” Power said with the immense 
superiority of his, other, world. 

“Play ball,” Cochrane thundered. 
And a nameless kind of terror reach- 
ed out and stabbed him square in the 
heart. He despised girls. And he 
couldn’t stop looking at them. A 
dozen times recently, he'd walked 
around whole blocks, sauntering until 
he got out of sight, then running 
wildly, his heart hammering, to get 
back to where some girl stood in a 
certain pose, terrified that she would 
have moved or gone away, hating 
himself, unable to help himself. 

There were certain teachers he 
couldn't stand to look at, couldn't 
bear to have near him at the black- 
board, teachers with whom he'd got- 
ten a name as a wild boy, and that 
was all wrong, wrong because he 
wanted terribly for them to like him. 
The sight of the windows of lingerie 
shops choked him up, made him 
furious. “German was offsides last 
play,” he bellowed. 

“You had any dates, Cochrane?” 
Power said. 

“Are we playing the game or aren't 
we?” Cochrane said. Power went to 
Miss Cross’s, Friday nights at the 
Contemporary Club. Coming home 
from the basketball game sometimes, 
Cochrane and German and Rusty’d 
stop by to look in the window to 
laugh at all the girls on one side and 
the boys on the other, or waltzing 
or fox-trotting while Miss Cross call- 
ed out the rhythm. 

The sight made Cochrane explode 
with laughter, as if he never could get 
done laughing, while something ached 
inside him to see Power and some 
suipid female all dolled up going 

round and around. Rusty and Ger- 
man were always trying to get him to 
one it down but the dancing school 
Killed him. 

Rusty and German got bored with 
vatching; they didn’t see how funny 
i was. He’d had a heck of a fight with 


em last week when he wanted to 


ive the game at the half and go 
itch. 


“I want to know if you ever had a 
date with a girl,” Power said. He drop- 
ped the football and the other team, 
Rusty and German, came in grinning, 
came in for the kill. 

“Sure,” Cochrane said in a vicious 
whisper. “Listen. I want to know are 
we going to play ball or not? I got 
better things to do with my time.” 
There was a surging tightness in his 
chest. He couldn’t breathe. He had 
never hated anybody in his life like 
he hated Power. 

“Like when, for instance?” Power 
demanded. He was a tall, thin, light- 
haired boy with a prominent Adam’s 
apple while Cochrane was small and 
solid and red-haired, with freckles 
that kept getting desperately worse. 
“With who?” 

“Plenty,” Cochrane said. He tens- 
ed himself to light into Power. The 
way he felt he could tear Power apart. 
But he knew from experience that 
Power had reach on him, that Power 
could take him because Power kept 
cool whereas he, himself, went blind 
when he fought. He wished he had 
some terrific excuse for running, like 
everything depending on Cochrane’s 
getting there in the nick of time. But 
lacking that, he would fight Power 


anyway, no matter what. 


“BET YOU WOULDN'T dare ask a 
girl,” Power said, but not so surely 
this time. He backed away a step in 
view of Cochrane’s blazing face. 

“Oh, wouldn't I?” Cochrane said 
taking a furious step forward. 

“No, you wouldn't,” Power said. 
They both looked around, realizing in 
the same instant they were trapped. 
Rusty and German were watching 
them solemnly, waiting to see who'd 
back down. 

“Any old time,” Cochrane said. 
He had meant it to be cool, with 
narrowed eyes looking off into space. 
But it came out a thin humiliating 
whisper. And he couldn't even find 
his belt with his thumbs. 

“Like now, for instance,” Power 
said, white-faced. 

“Like now,” Cochrane taunted. He 
breathed a little easier, off the hook. 
He laughed, a fine derisive, mocking 
laugh in a thankfully lower key. 
“Who's around?” His lips twisted to 
perfection. “There’s nobody around.” 

“There’s Carol,” Rusty said, 
squeaking in his little kid’s voice. All 
four of them turned around with a 
leap, facing the side lines as though 
they had been caught in the act of 


some heinous crime. 


The anger Cochrane had felt for 
Power was nothing, nothing at all, 
beside the burst of sheer fury he felt 
against Rusty. A dozen pictures 
panicked through his brain in an in- 
stant, but there was nothing he could 
think to do to Rusty that would be 
half bad enough. 

“Carol,” Power crowed. “Ask 
Carol.” Power puffed up, the big man, 
abruptly sure of himself again, grin- 
ning as his pale color began to come 
back into his cheeks. “Go ahead.” 

“For Pete’s sake,” Cochrane said 
with towering disgust. “She’s just a 
little kid.” Inside him, his heart was 
pounding at such an alarming rate he 
was sure something had to give. 

“She’s as old as you are,” Power 
taunted. “You going to put up or shut 
up?” 

“Nuts,” Cochrane choked. Carol 
Montgomery was one of the girls, 
maybe the most girl, that he looked 
at in his inmost secret life. Carol 
Montgomery was slim, with soft light 
blond hair down to her shoulders 
that he hated and couldn't take his 
eyes off when she sat two seats in 
front of him in Latin 

Latin was his worst subject. He 
didn’t even hear Miss Mather calling 
on him half the time. He couldn't 
concentrate on the ablative and the 
dative. And big blue eyes. Even a 
year ago Carol used to play football 
with them, but somehow she didn't 
seem to fit in any more and they'd 
just kind of dropped it. He didn't 
know what was the matter with her; 
but nowadays he could hardly look 
at her. 

Not long ago he'd heard some guys 
talking wrong about her and he'd 
lit into them and sent four of them 
running with the fury of his attack. 
And he didn’t know why he'd done 
that, either. He used to hang around 
corners where she passed when she 
came out of school, just hang around 
for no particular reason, and then 
take off when he saw her coming, 
suddenly remembering somewhere he 
had to go. Once or twice she'd caught 
him and he'd never said a word all 
the way to her house even though, 
funny wasn’t it, his mother said the 
last thing he’d ever run out of was 
talk. He’d kept wondering if he ought 
to carry her books but he despised 
people like Power who carried girls’ 
books for them 

Now he said, “Nuts,” again, and 
with an excess of energy, reached 
down and picked up the football and 
scowled at it, showing all his teeth. 


“Darn thing’s going to need stitch- 
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ing,” he muttered. “You know it?” 
“I dare you.” Power spoke the fatal 
words, the clincher. And the gavel 
came. down, as irrevocably as any 
Old Bailey, any Star Chamber. You 
couldn't, couldn’t welsh a dare. And 


Cochrane knew it. 


COCHRANE WENT SICK. So sick 
he was sure for a moment his watery 
knees would never last the endless dis- 
tance to the side lines. Way down 
under his fear there was still a tiny 
part of his mind left to wonder about 
this bitterly betraying body of his, 
that one moment was so overcharged 
with energy he thought he'd fly apart, 
and now was weaker than milk. “Just 
watch me,” he croaked. 

He turned away from those who 
had once been his friends, utterly 
alone now. And he had one of the 
strangest sensations in his life. He 
could not see where he was going. 
His shoes touched the spongy turf 
of the school playing field, taking 
him toward the bench. But it was all 
a blur. And yet he saw the sky, felt 
its blueness and one small white 
cloud, in every nerve, somehow took 
aboard the square brick grammar 
school a thousand times more acutely 
than ever before in the five thousand 
times he'd looked at it. 

And he felt himself, remembering 
an alarm clock he’d once taken apart 
and then couldn't get back together, 
remembering how it looked with the 
back off, the whole pulsing complex 
of mysterious inner relationships that 
he wanted terribly to understand, and 
couldn't. 

The walk to the side lines was a 
little of everything he had been and 
felt and acted this last year; a coming 
apart and a growing together, going 
at once too quickly and too slowly, a 
leaden heaviness and an_ incredible 
buoyancy all at once, shifting unex- 
pectedly and completely, always 
leaving him way off base. 

Her face, and her hair and the way 
she sat came toward him. She was 
wearing jeans and saddle shoes and a 
plaid flannel shirt and an old wrin- 
kled hair ribbon that left her ears 
bare and he saw for the first time 
how small her ears were. He saw 
everything for the first time. His im- 
pressions seemed burned into him 
with a branding iron. 


“Hi,” he said. He squinted off to- 
ward one of the goal posts, not want- 
ing to look at her. She was dressed 
just like she always was. But she was 


different. She sat different, he couldn't 


think how. Everything was different. 

“Hi,” she answered. He glanced at 
her and saw she was squinting up at 
the cloud and he wondered what the 
heck she was doing that for. 

She didn’t say any more and he 
spread his legs and grimaced and 
hooked his thumbs in his belt, wish- 
ing he had some gum. One of the 
little kids sitting beside her on the 
bench giggled abruptly, and Coch- 
rane quickly put his hands in his 
pockets. “How’s it going?” he said. 

“Okay,” Carol Montgomery said. 
She shifted on the bench, doing some- 


thing, the way she moved her legs. He 
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looked, and looked away. She put out 
a hand, slim fingers he saw, to silence 
the brat. “Okay, Cochrane.” 

“Swell,” he said. He looked down 
at his hands. And again, time seem- 
ed to have died. “No kicks?” 

“Nope,” she said. “How’s every- 
thing with you?” Suddenly she gave a 
small hysterical giggle that froze him. 

“Not so bad,” he said, scowling. 
“Okay.” 

here was a long, long silence. 
Then she lifted her head. “I guess 
we're both okay.” 

“Yeah,” Cochrane said, tremulous- 
ly, delighted for some reason he 
couldn't fathom. “Say, Carol, it kind 
of came to me there’s a show on at 
the Bijou called something I forget 
but you know if you're not doing 
anything, I thought maybe you'd 
kind of like,” he drew a long shud- 
dering breath and finished, “to Z0 
with me.’ 


“Sure,” she said eagerly. And their 
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eves met for one dreadful, titanic 
moment. 

They both looked away, burned. 
Cochrane swallowed, then grimaced 
hideously, unnerved with that one 
second of having glimpsed something, 
and lost it, not wanting it, mistrusting 
it, yet wanting it insanely. Again time 
went to sleep and did not wake up for 
hours. 

“Well,” Cochrane said finally, with 
an effort that took more out of him 
than sixty minutes of play, “pick you 
up around two. Make the two-thirty 
matinee.” 


“Sure,” Carol said in a thin voice. 


HE WALKED away, swaggering, el- 
bows jutting, rolling his tongue in his 
mouth, lips pursed as he gazed ap- 
praisingly at the sky to see if it 
would do. Halfway back to Power 
and Rusty and German, he extended 
his arms in a slow, tremendous stretch 
and yawn. What the hell, he said over 
and over to himself, delighting in the 
words’ own savoir-faire, what the hell, 
why not? 

“You do it?” Power was leaning 
toward him, smirking but his eyes 
were wide. Rusty and German peer- 
ed over his shoulder. “You ask her?” 

“What do you think?” Cochrane 
said, vawning delicately again. 
“Thought we might meander down, 
take in a show.” Then, as though 
somebody had hit him over the head 
with a club, a million volts of energy 
went through him. It was a blow that 
would have felled a lesser man, as 
Cochrane liked to say to himself. For 
an instant he stared pityingly at 
Power and Rusty and German, wish- 
ing that he could play against the 
whole Notre Dame first string, know- 
ing he could go through them like 
cheese. But in any case, he couldn't 
wait. He had to have action. He had 
to have action now. He swung ove! 
and snatched up the ball and bellow 
ed, “Play ball,” as loud as he could 
yell. 

But the energy didn’t last. He 
couldn't keep his mind on the game 
for wondering when two o'clock 
would come. He'd have to get home, 
he knew, and eat lunch, and get ove! 
to her place. Life seemed suddenly 
unbearably rushed. He was crazy to 
have gotten himself into it. He'd 
have to gobble down a sandwich and 
run. He'd be hungry all afternoon. 

He couldn't, even now, remember 
what the movie was but he was posi- 
tive he did not want to see it. Pre- 


occupied, he muffed a couple of 
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Power’s passes. Then the thought 
came to him that he might get a 
broken leg and he began to play with 
a vicious hopeful abandon that broke 
up the game. And then he was alone 
again, committed, still ruinously 
sound of body. 


“YOU DON’T have to choke it all 
down in five minutes, Billy — I mean, 
Cochrane,” his mother said. She 
smiled apologetically and brushed her 
hair back from her forehead with her 
wrist. But Cochrane showed no ex- 
pression. He wasn’t even listening. 
Maybe he could get sick, he thought. 
His head did feel kind of funny at 
that. It wouldn't be his fault, certain- 
ly. Anybody could get sick. 

But stubbornly, he shook his head. 
If he welshed, he'd never hear the 
end of it from Power. And something 
more than that, too. He thought of 
Carol again, her hair, the way she 
crossed her blue-jeaned knees on the 
bench. He shivered. “Maybe you 
could try chewing one in three, then,” 
his mother said. She was looking at 
him funny. “How’s about it?” 

“I haven't got much time,” he said 
importantly. He hadn't been able to 
breathe, really breathe, in three hours. 

“Oh?” his mother said. “Playoffs?” 

“Nah.” He made a contemptuous 
dismissing motion with the flat of his 
hand. “Take in the matinee.” The 
food all packed up in his neck; he 
couldn't get it down. Abruptly he 
looked up at his mother, his eyes 
wide. “With Carol,” he said. 

“Montgomery?” For just one sec- 
ond, his mother stood still and he 
had a crazy feeling she was going to 
drop the dish. But she was a good 
mother; her reflexes were fast. She 
turned to the drainboard and set the 
dish down very softly and he saw her 
lean over the sink. Then she turned 
around, a bright, bright smile on her 
face. “Sure, Cochrane,” she said. 
“June’s little sister.” 

“Not so little,” Cochrane said, in 
a rage. 

“Only comparatively speaking,” his 
mother said quickly. “I mean,” she 
waved her hand, “Bruce.” Bruce was 
Cochrane’s older brother, eighteen, 
a yawning thirty-eight point four six 
percent older, a hopelessly smooth 
college man, a freshman at Dart- 
mouth. June Montgomery was one 
of the army of women Bruce dated. 

“Not so little,” Cochrane mutter- 
ed, subsiding. 

“I guess you'll want to change your 
shirt,” his mother said, changing the 
subject. 


“What for?” In an instant he had 
risen from the table, bristling with 
righteous wrath. Because that was 
exactly what he wasn't going to do. 
He wasn't going to get all dolled up 
like Power at Miss Cross’s. She'd take 
him the way he was, and like it. And 
like it, he repeated to himself grim- 
ly. He wasn’t going to be like the 
others. He wasn’t going to change 
one bit. 

“Nothing,” his mother said calmly. 
“Only that Bruce always did when- 
ever he had a date.” She closed her 
eyes for a second and smiled a funny 
smile that made Cochrane uncom- 
fortable. 

“Yeah?” he said dubiously, chal- 
lengingly, though he knew it was true. 
He lowered his eyes because he did 
not usually say yeah to his mother. 
But he did not apologize and she 
didn’t ask him to. He felt dimly that 
somehow today was special, that he 


l, not 


had a special dispensation. “We 
me.” 

“All right,” his mother said. “You 
have enough money?” 

“Sure,” he said  pugnaciously. 
“Sure.” He shoved back his chair 
angrily and stamped out of the room 
thinking of the million things he'd 
meant to do this afternoon, plans 
that he’d had without realizing it be- 
fore, that now would go forever un- 
done. 

Money was another thing. The 
thought struck him out of the blue 
that she might want something to eat 
after the show and that he would 
have to buy a soda or something for 
himself to keep her company. Bruce 
had told him they usually wanted to 
eat after a show. 

And there went all the money he'd 
saved up from his allowance for the 
new camping gear down the rat hole, 
shot. The enormity of it was like a 
blow. Remembering, he stuck his 
head back in the kitchen and said, 
“Excuse me,” in a thundering voice. 

“Excused, Cochrane,” his mother 
said. 


UPSTAIRS, HE changed his. shirt. 
But a tie was one thing he would not 
wear, now or never. He tried on half 
a dozen jackets and trousers, yawing 
between his refusal to doll up and 
the nagging knowledge his mother— 
even though she didn’t say anything 
—would be there when he came 
down. 

Finally, he compromised on a pair 
of clean corduroys and his horsehide 
jacket. He grimaced in the mirror 
and then took out his bag of money 
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from his locked drawer. It was all in 
quarters, nine dollars of it. He chang 
ed it from time to time, to dimes, or 
nickels or pennies, but never to paper, 
for Cochrane had the essential soul 
of a miser. 

He opened the bag but the idea of 
depleting his hoard to no purpose, of 
throwing the money away, made him 
close it again and shove the whole 
bag in his pocket where it made a 
lump that was satisfying but tinged 
with bitterness at the thought of its 
being so soon lighter. Except on him- 
self, he hated spending his money. 

It came to him that, with the ex- 
ception of Christmas and birthday 
presents for the family, which he al- 
ways bought with reckless generosity, 
he had never in his life thrown it 
away just to please somebody else. 
The thought made him almost des- 
perate at the quicksand that held him. 

“You look very nice,” his mother 
said when he came down, and Coch- 
rane scowled. And then she went to 
the door and opened it for him, some- 
thing he could never remember her 
doing before. It gave him an odd kind 
of fright, a fear of crossing that 
threshold that was completely unlike 
the disgust he had felt upstairs. He 
gave her a pleading look, yet somehow 
knowing there was no way she could 
help. For one flashing moment, he 
was angry with her. “Tell Carol hello 
for me, Billy.” 

“All right,” he piped. “I will.” 

Then he was alone, in the bright 
fall street, moving past the houses on 
legs that had never seemed so leaden. 
He kept yawning. He’d never been so 
tired in his life. He was positive he'd 
go to sleep at once in the show; 
more wasted money. 

Yet never had those same legs 
carried him so recklessly fast. He 
wanted to take it easy, but there seem- 
ed to be nothing he could do. He 
couldn't control himself any longer. 
Carol only lived a half block from 
the Bijou. At least there was that. 
He didn’t have to go out of his way. 
“It's a good thing,” he kept mutter- 
ing “a heck of a good thing.” 

In a wink, he was there. He blink- 
ed at the familiar house that he had 
passed so many times recently, the 
vacant lot across the street where he'd 
hung around, looking at things. The 
sight of it filled him with self-loath- 
ing. He remembered with awful 
clarity the times he had been in the 
Montgomery house, Halloween, for 
instance, dressed in a devil’s costume. 


Continued on page 82 
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and he stared at her. It was all worse, 


dressed and they would know. He kept 
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cracked voice say courteously, “Go 


Lome Serres: 


Cochrane groaned audibly. A devil’s so much worse than he had thought — saying that in his head, they would ahead.” 
costume! it was going to be. She was dressed know. He wanted to run, run to the She showed her teeth and looked at 
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realized it. He was broke. His mother ed down at his jacket and pants, BUT HE LEARNED that afternoon 


hating them, hating all the clothes that even the worst of time will pass 


“Go ahead,” he said again, trying 
wouldn't let him out. Anything. to hurry her. Then something Bruce 
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rane knew, and a rage of hopeless er ' : E 
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“You.” 9 


i “Come in, Bill. Carol will be right smile on his lips. 
down.” “Have a nice time,” Mrs. Mont- jealousy for the remembered sight of 


“Okay,” he said. “Yes, Ma’am.” If gomery said. Whatever else she'd Power, seen through the window of 
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any money?” he _ echoed dumbly. 
“How did you expect to get into the 
show without any money?” 

“I thought . . .” she said. She shook 
her head. “I don’t know,” she said 
miserably, 

“Don't know?” Cochrane hissed. 
“What do you mean you don’t know?” 
He looked around, positive now that 
the whole class was looking at him 
through the panes of Clinton's drug- 
Store across the street. “Maybe you 
better go home and get some.” 

And then the enormity struck him, 
a sneaking suspicion that he, Coch- 
rane, was expected to pay. He flung 
the thought from him with all the 
violence at his command. He walled 
it out, refused to look at it. But it 
came back and he knew it was true. 
He knew, had always known, that 
was why Bruce had had to borrow 
from him at the ruinous interest he 
calculated so exactly. That boys paid 
for girls. “I'll wait,” he said to Carol. 

“Okay,” she said, and she shot 
away from him, running awkwardly 
in her doll-up clothes, turned the 


corner and was gone. 


IT WASN’T FAIR. Cochrane scowl- 
ed at the stills of coming attractions 
without seeing them, unable, even 
after he’d looked at it a dozen times, 
to take into his head the name of the 
picture he had already bought a 
ticket for. Why? What did the boys 
get out of it? 

He spread his legs, hooking his 
thumbs and scowling grotesquely, 
pretending to be absorbed in the com- 
ing attractions, skulking as far inside 
the entranceway as he could get with 
out actually going inside, for fear 
he'd be seen. 

He knew his father paid for things, 
although he’d never really taken it 
aboard quite like this. But his fathet 
was married. But that Bruce paid, 
and paid, and paid . . . Cochrane 
shook his head. 

Suddenly, irrationally, he wished 
Carol would come back. He felt dumb 
hanging around like this all by him- 
self. He stared fixedly at the glass 
panel on one of the coming attrac- 
tions that mirrored a dim reflection 
of the ticket booth, the street, a bit of 
sky. 

He imagined he saw her reflection 
in it, in her blue jacket and skirt, het 
hair hanging down over the small 
ears he had seen this morning, her 
thin face, the way she smiled when 
she’d caught him hanging around on 
the way home from school. And the 


ablative, the dative and the some- 
thing she did with her knees sitting 
on the side lines and the way she used 
to play football and didn’t play foot- 
ball any more. A kind of bittersweet 
hopelessness welled up in him and he 
recognized it as the feeling, the de- 


light that he’d known this morning. 


And, suddenly, Cochrane knew why. 


tion in the glass was real. He turned. 


“Mother says you've got to pay,” 


a tearful voice. She 





swallowed. “Otherwise, she says it 
isn't a date.” 

“Okay,” Cochrane said softly. 
“Okay, okay, okay.” And, going for 
broke, he reached into the bag and 
bought a second ticket, then follow 
ed her inside, into the world of 
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NAME (print) 
ADDRESS (print) 
cITy ZONE PROV 
Save up to 65c postage—Enclose payment now 
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How to buy draperies 


Because of many reader enquiries and complaints about 
draperies we decided to ask the viewpoint of the drapery 
retailers. They told us that their major consumer 

problems come from women who (a) make up their minds 
too quickly, (b) ask advice, but don’t give the salesman 
enough information about their requirements so that 

he can help them intelligently. 

When you shop for draperies compare prices, yes, but 

don’t overlook servicing. Buy from recognized dealers who 
stand behind their goods and stock reliable brand-name fabrics. 
Ask questions about the material. If you doubt the information 
you get, check with the manager or with another store. 
Getting the facts first saves annoyance later. 


Questions you should ask 

Is the fabric preshrunk? If it isn’t make a generous allowance 
for possible shrinkage. Even if it is preshrunk remember 

that to a certain extent normal humidity changes can 

cause shrinking or stretching up to three percent, particularly 
during the first year. Therefore allow extra hem length 

for changes. In making lined drapes, be sure the 

lining won't shrink or stretch more than the drapery fabric 
itself. If it might, make the lining separately. This is 

often necessary with synthetic-fibre materials. 

Is the color resistant to sun and light? Check that the 

fabric has a color statement on the selvedge. If you buy 
without a color guarantee be aware that the color may 

fade quickly. In use, interchange the draperies 

occasionally to allow even light exposure. 

What about sun resistance? Almost all fabrics will sun-rot, 
though the material itself may be flawless. Sun is no 
respecter of price. Direct sunlight, particularly through 
double-paned windows, may mean short life for your 


draperies unless you provide Continued on next page 





Samples of other colors in the room will help in choosing draperies 
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Arborite #6 and #10 
Arborite Twin-Trim 


Barrymore Broadloom 
Beacon Polythene Housewares 
B. F. Goodrich Spongex 
Carpet Cushion 
Blue Ribbon Spices, 
Extracts and Baking Powder 
Bonus Ravioli Dinner 
Calgon 
Catalina Swimwear 
Celwood Folding Doors 
Co-Ets Quilted Cotton Beauty 
Squares 
Corticelli Hosiery and Sweaters 
Culligan Automatic Water Softener 


Dahlberg Miracle-Ear, 

Optic-Ear & Magic-Ear II 
Dominion Domolite 
Dominion Inlaid Linoleums 
Dominion Vinyl Tile 
Dominion Marboleum 
Duralay—Rug Underlay 
Du-val Distributors 

Ladies’ Accessories 


Elna Supermatic Sewing Machine 


Flash Zippers 
Formfit Foundation Garments 


Gerber Baby Foods 
Gold, Red & Pink Seal 
Fancy Quality Salmon 


Harding Carpets 

Hi-Flo Syrup 

Hoover Steam or Dry Iron 

Hoover Floor Polisher 

Hoover Vacuums—Constellation, 
Convertible Pixie 

Hoover Electric Floor Washer 


Instant Chocolate Mil-ko 
Instant Mil-ko 
Instant Vi-Tone 


Kirsch of Canada, 

Drapery Hardware, 

Venetian and Vertical Blinds 
KnitKing Home Knitting Machine 
Knox Gelatine 
Kool-Aid 
KVP-Appleford Household 

Waxed Papers 


Lightning Slide Fasteners 
Lloyd Baby Carriages and Strollers 
London Lassie Shirts 


Melmac Trademark 
Modernfold Doors— 

Spacemaster and Custom-Line 
Modess Feminine Napkins & Belts 


Nobility Plate 
Numilk Instant Skim Milk Powder 


Peerless Rugs—Peercrest, 
Peertweeds and Peertwist 

Pic Pork Loai 

Pierson Sashless Windows 

Pioneer Household and 
Beauty Gloves 

Prestige Furniture Wax 

Princess China 

Puritan Beef Stew 

Pure Barbados Fancy Bulk Molasses 


Red Rose Teas, Coffees, 
and Instant Coffee 

Revere Ware 

Royal Doulton Bone 
China and Earthenware 


Samsonite Luggage— 
Streamlite, Silhouette and Ultralite 
Sanitized Process 
Silknit Lingerie—nylon, 
_Terylene and Blendene 
Simoniz Paste, Non-Scuff 
and Vinyl Waxes 
Smith Cush-N-Tred 
$.0.S. Scouring Pads 
Spam 
Success Heavy Duty Paste Wax 
Success Paste Floor Wax 
Success Self-Polishing 
Liquid Floor Wax 
Success Trio Wax 
Sunworthy Pre-Pasted Wallpaper 


Tex-made Combed 
Percale, Colonial and 
Homestead Sheets and 
Pillow Slips 
Topic Plasticware Cleaner 


Vilas Branded Furniture 
with Vila-Seal Finish 
Vi-Tone Hasty Fudge and Icing Mix 


Wabasso Hostess Percale, 
Anniversary, Family 
and Muslin Sheets and 
Pillow Sli 

Whisper Nylons 

Windsor Salt 


Zero Cold Water Soap 
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Continued from previous page 
protection. Silks, satin-backed fabrics. 
and most sheers will last better with 
lining, sun or night curtains, window 
shades, Venetian blinds or awnings. 

For one- to two-year life, inexpen- 
sive unlined draperies can be most at- 
tractive. For longer life, sun curtains 
or linings may be an economy as well 
as improving the appearance of the 
drape. In addition, sun protectors of 
any type will prevent sun - fading of 
near-window carpets, upholstery, and 
the checking or crazing caused by sun 


and heat on fine furniture woods. 


How are they made? Custom- or 
ready-made draperies should have 
sharp, evenly spaced pleats at the top, 
and wide bottom hems. Lightweight 
fabrics hang better with small hem 
weights. Seams should be smooth and 
inconspicuous; linings opaque and 
closely woven. If you make your own 
draperies, ask if there are any special 
instructions on sewing. Many new 
fabrics need special machine tension, 
thread, needles, etc., to give best 
results. Buy an extra quarter yard 
and practise a few seams on your sew- 


ing machine first. 


Will this fabric suit my purpose? A 
dry-clean-only fabric may be very 
impractical in a kitchen or bathroom. 
Never choose a wash-only fabric made 
up in very large panels. It will be too 
heavy for you to handle. Ask the 
salesman about the practicality of 
a fabric before setting your heart on 


it. 


What care will the draperies require? 
Find out if the fabrics are better 
dry-cleaned or hand-washed. Will 
they need dry-ironing or steam, low 
or hot iron? One dealer said that 
drapes cleaned once a year last up 
to one and a half times longer than 
draperies that stay up till they look 
soiled. Imbedded soil can actually 
cause the yarns to weaken. 

Keep on file any cleaning instruc- 
tions that may come with the drapes. 
When you have them cleaned, inform 
the cleaner of the fibre content and the 
origin of any marks or stains. A re- 
liable cleaner will be able to do a bet- 
ter job if you give him this assistance. 

After asking questions, listen to the 
answers. Help the salesman help you. 
lake along paint color, samples of 
other room fabrics, floor plans. Many 
shops have expert decorator service 
available for little or no extra cost 
—take advantage of it. Wise shopping 
—and listening—will save you many 


complaints later. END 
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How lovely does your skin stay ? 


NIVEA 
isa 
registered 
trademark 





Household chores... office work 
fun in the great outdoors . 
no matter where you are your 
skin suffers from changing tem 
peratures. It becomes dry and 
rough . . . robbed of precious 
skin oils. NIVEA CREME fre- 
stores natural oils and moistu 
to parched skin tissue. NIVEA’s 
skin-care secret is kucerite, i 
unique formula that feeds the ski 
deep down where real beaut, 
begins. Let NIVEA CREME give 
you a double-duty 
treatment—use it every dav as a 


beaut. 


cleansing and foundation cream. 


EVERY DAY—ALL YEAR ROUND—A GIRL'S BEST FRIEND #5 NIVEA 
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By EVELEEN DOLLERY Chatelaine Beauty Editor 


HAIRSTYLES CREATED AT JOSEPH BOBYK SALON 


Simple, soft and pretty 


HAIRDOS FOR LITTLE GIRLS 


Wisp-o’-nothing hairstyles designed with little girls’ mothers in 


mind. All that’s necessary is regular shampoos — frequent 
brushings — occasional trims. Their pert shortness is 
easily accomplished —— without primping or wails of protest 


WENDY LITWIN. Just cut and dry 
this engaging pixie style. 

Some good scissoring will tap- 
er the hair from 3 inches 

at the crown to | inch at the 
back. (Good grooming habits 

are learned as easily as read- 

in’ and writin’ with a hair- 

style like Wendy’s, which flicks 
neatly and quickly into shape. 
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DEBARA HURST. Straight-hair girls can 
have curls. While hair is damp, 
pin-clip a small roll of absorbent cotton 
(thickness of your thumb) under 
hair at sides and back. Comb hair over 


the roll, dry in place with a net. 








1. SHAMPOO TIME 


Most children dislike having their hair washed, 


so this very necessary beauty treatment must be 
done in the easiest manner for child and mother. 
There is a home-shampooing tray which is spe- 
cially designed for children—or, an after-bath 
shampoo in the tub works well, too. Use spray 
attachments to wet the hair, and suds with one 
of the shampoos formulated for children. Rinse 
the hair thoroughly, then apply one of the 


commercial creme rinses to take out tangles. 


2. HERE’S THE HOW OF CUTTING 

Between professional shapings, you can trim 
hair at home. It should be wet or quite damp 
when cut. Comb it smooth and comb through 
frequently while cutting. Divide hair into sections 
—the more partings, the better the results. Taper 
so the ends are not stubby. Pick up an inch-square 
strand and hold it straight out from head, using 
thumb and first finger. Move the scissors up and 
down the strand. Cut a few hairs while moving 
scissors toward scalp—do not cut hair in one 
snip or close scissors completely. You might use 


a commercial taperer (a comb with a razor edge). 


3. BRUSH FOR SHINY TRESSES 


Daily brushing promotes a healthy burnished 
look and will soon teach the child to brush her 
own hair. Brush up and away from the scalp 
with a natural-bristle brush; this carries natural 
oils from the oil glands out to the ends of the 
hair. What's more, after-shampoo brushing dries 
and disciplines the hair, quickly and comfortably. 





MARY MEECHAN. A natural 
curly-top. A few gentle pats 
with a towel and a dozen 
strokes with a soft hairbrush 
put this pert young coiffure 
into shape. Two extra strokes 
wing sides out prettily. 

Hair is 242 inches at crown, 
tapered to 1% at hairline. 
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NEW EYE DUO in 5 fashion colors, $2.50 
EYE SHADOW STICK in 5 
fashion lor $1.75 
AUTOMATIC BEAUTI-LASH in 4 
fashion color $2.50 














SHEER VELVET STAY-ALL-DAY 


LIPSTICK—Goes on smoothly, then 





stays put. Creamier texture gives richer 
gloss, yet never “feathers”. T een 
chantin fast n color So 1K Snag in 
‘ fill, $1.26 
Dorothy Gray (Canada) Ltd. refill, $1.25. 


Wear the new face of fashion 
—new eyes, new lips by Dorothy Gray 


Now, daytime and evening, the accent moves to the eyes. . . newly defined 

ind dramatized with happy surprises of color. Lips are smoother, softer 

it with a higher gloss. And it all begins with Dorothy Gray make-up. New 

tye Duo pencils the brows with one end, lines the lids with the other ITD th 

Vorothy Gray Eye Shadow blends in new warm tones. Automatic Beauti- OLroO Ta \ 
Lash curls lashes as it colors. And Sheer Velvet Stay-All-Day lipstick 

completes the beautiful picture. ba iaetteairicine ae Var ates 
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Placentubex makes the skin of your face, neck, and hands soft and 
smooth...ends puffiness, wrinkles... brings back the appealing 
freshness of youth. You'll find Placentubex at most hairdressers and 
leading drug counters at $7.50 a tube. One tube lasts several months 
and gives amazing results. For free folder write to Silhouette Products 


REMAIN 
YOUTHFUL 


especially 
if you are 


over 30 


land and Germany. 


you look years younger. 


Ltd., 579 Richmond St. W., Toronto. 





Placentubex 


smooths away signs of age in the skin 


With this new kind of cosmetic— 
developed by Europe's leading der- 
matologists and cosmeticians—you 
can actually smooth away the tell-tale 
signs of advancing age. Piacentubex 
has created a sensation at Interna- 
tional Congresses in France, Switzer- 


It contains actual skin cell reviving 
extract from placenta that can make 








he, /..we can eat off our carpets! 


4. they’ve been cleaned by Duraclear’ 
“FLOWER FRESH” CLEANING FOR CARPETS AND FURNITURE 


Imagine! Carpets so flower fresh and bright you can dine on them! 


as, 





Our Duraclean dealer cleans them in 
again the same day! There's no messy 
soaking, no shrinking, no harsh scrub- 
bing. Colors brighten, texture and pile 


stay lovely and bouncy even with the 








most delicate fabrics. You'll find KS 
cS. 


your dealer in the Yellow Pages! 
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PARENTS 





our home and they're all ready to use 


Send coupon for FREE booklet!'——- 


| DURACLEAN; DEPT. 0-652 DEERFIELD, ILL. 
| Please send my dealer’s name and FREE 
| booklet, “Good Housekeeping Hints.” 
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ROSE 


Continued from page 36 


She listened. Small, scuffling sounds of 
her daughter's bare feet came to her 
faintly from the stairs. The big alarm 
clock on her bedside table showed just 
five minutes past six. She shut her eyes 
firmly, determined to go back to sleep. 
But, before she could prevent it, the 
memory of other footsteps on the stairs, 
not in daylight, but in the early hours 
of the morning, came to her. It had 
been two-thirty when Ry came home. 
Where had he been? What had he been 
doing? 

Ellen’s mouth set. Two-thirty was no 
time for a boy of sixteen to be getting 
in. She would have to talk to him 
again. Ellen glanced at the empty twin 
bed next to hers. Grae, when he came, 
would be no help. 

“Leave the boy alone,” he'd said. 
“He'll come out of it. These are just 
growing pains. And remember, you're 
Ry’s sister, not his mother. You can be 
sure Ry. remembers it. And he’s old 
enough to resent the way you try to 
order him around.” 

Ellen sighed and turned restlessly. 
Perhaps she’d made a mistake when 
she’d refused to let him take that sum- 
mer job on the ice boat. But how 
could she, when he was supposed to 
study all summer to make up for last 
term’s failures? Of course, he hadn't 
opened a book so far. He just hung 
around at the Coast Guard station, or 
at Budd’s store with Rose. The boys 
and girls at Bayberry Yacht Club pro- 
voked nothing but scorn from Ry. 

And the way that Budd girl was be- 
having was shocking. Any time she 
could get out from under her father’s 
eye at the store, there she'd be, trailing 
after Ry. Flaunting her too mature 
young body in that altogether too tight 
one-piece bathing suit. At fifteen! 

What had happened to the world? 
If she had answered her parents as Ry 
answered her... ! Yes, but she wasn’t 
Ry’s parent, Ellen’s thoughts circled 
again. She was his sister, though she 
was fourteen years older, with Amelia 
in between. 

But surely Ry must know she want- 
ed only his good only that he 
should grow into a fine, clean-living 
man? 

She frowned and shivered suddenly. 
Better not think any longer. Or in a 
moment, she would remember what she 
tried never to think of. She got out of 
bed, putting on a dark-blue wool dress- 
ing gown, wincing at its sea-damp touch 
against her arms. Drawing the robe 
tightly around her, Ellen stepped out 
on the sleeping porch that opened off 
the room. She breathed deeply and let 
the bright morning air clear her mind. 
A beautiful day for Amelia’s arrival. 


ON THE BAY side of the island, 
Deenie sat back on her heels and re- 
garded her pail happily. It was full to 
the brim with soft-shell clams. She had 
dug like a fiend, but now the tide was 
coming in fast. Carefully, Deenie 
scooped some water into the bucket to 
keep the clams “alive and kicking,” as 
Daddy said. Then, holding the heavy 
pail in both hands, she staggered along 
the shore edge to the dock where she'd 
left her wagon. 

The wagon, which had a permanent 
grind of sand in its rusty axles, now 
made a truly hideous noise as the heavy 
pail of clams and water weighed it 
down. But Deenie, pulling it sturdily 
behind her, was serenely unaware of 
the muttered curses which followed her 
from still-darkened cottages along the 
cross-island boardwalk. 





Just past Gopher Wood Cottage, 
there was a wide field of soft marsh 
grass and wild flowers. Deenie stopped. 
This was the next part of her surprise. 
A bouquet for Aunt Amelia. 


AMELIA MACKAY was finishing her 
packing. In spite of the July heat in the 
city, her room was still cool and the 
morning breeze stirred the flowered 
cretonne drapes at the double windows. 
On the bed, by special dispensation, 
since at ordinary times it was strictly 
forbidden, a small golden spaniel lay 
and shivered spasmodically, her anxious 
eyes following Amelia’s every move. 

Amelia reached out a comforting 
hand and patted the hot, worried nose. 

“It's all right, Dory,” she said re- 
assuringly. “You're going with me!” 

A clatter of high-heeied mules sound- 
ed in the hallway and, to Amelia’s as- 
tonishment, her usually late-rising Aunt 
Caroline came in, carrying a cup of 
black coffee and a box of Turkish cig- 
arettes. She crossed the room to the 
window seat and said casually, “You'll 
be back in a week, of course. But try 
to stick it out longer, if you can. The 
sea air will be good for you and you 
can always pretend to be asleep when 
you can’t stand Ellen’s cluckery any 
longer.” 

Amelia didn’t answer immediately. 
She went on folding her turquoise 
bouclé pullover and placed it on top 
of the neatly packed things in her va- 
lise. Then she smiled at her aunt. 

“Talk about ‘cluckery.” Who’s cluck- 
ing now? Who dragged herself out of 
bed at this unearthly hour, to mother- 
hen it over her chick of twenty-four?” 

Caroline tucked her legs under her, 
the wide folds of her blue satin and 
georgette negligee billowing around her 
comfortably uncorseted body. “Me,” 
she admitted without removing the cork- 
tipped Melachrino that drooped from 
her mouth. “But don’t go around telling 
the world you're twenty-four. You don’t 
look it.” 

Amelia glanced into the mirror. She 
looked awful. Too thin, too pale, and, 
here she ran a rueful hand over the 
short crop of corn-gold hair, now just 
an inch long since it had been shaved 
off during her scarlet fever. No one 
else was likely to be so critical of 
Amelia’s looks. True, she was too thin 
as the result of her illness, but time 
would restore the gentle curves to her 
naturally slender figure. And, though 
Amelia refused to believe it, the close- 
cropped baby curls were more becom- 
ing to her small, heart-shaped face than 
her long, heavy hair had been. Her 
wide brown eyes were unusual with her 
blondness and her thick brown lashes 
were tipped with gold. 

Over her shoulder in the mirror, 
Amelia saw her aunt frown as she ab- 
sently lit another cigarette, choking a 
little, as always, over the first puff. 

“What are you thinking about so 
hard?” Amelia asked. 

“About Grae. Did you see how nervy 
he looked the other night when he was 
here? I wonder what Ellen’s doing to 
him?” 

“Now, Aunt Carol, of all the things 
that might be wrong with Grae, includ- 
ing a simple case of summer heat, why 
pick on Ellen?” Amelia spoke mildly 
but with the beginning of annoyance. 
“You know quite well she’s really a 
very good person!” 

“Too good!” Caroline _ retorted. 
“Even as a child she always looked as 
though she smelled something bad.” 

Amelia shook her head. “You told 
me yourself, she was the prettiest, 
sweetest baby you ever saw.” 

“That was when she was a baby,” 
Caroline said through a cloud of smoke 
and added gloomily, “your mother had 
too many years alone with Ellen before 
you came along. Crammed the child’s 
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head full of all the worst Victorian 
nonsense. Elsie Dinsmore wasn’t in it 
with your sister.” 

Amelia started to speak but Caroline 
flung up a hand. 

“I know. I know! It makes you mad 
for me to say it. And it wasn't Ellen’s 
fault. It was your mother’s.” Amelia 
decided it was time to change the sub- 
ject and, glancing at her clock, remark- 
ed lightly that she would have to leave 
in five minutes. With Dory close at her 
heels, she went into the living room to 
pick up the book Aunt Caroline had 
got her for the train. Characteristical 
ly, it would shock Ellen. Black Oxen. 
a story by Gertrude Atherton, about 
the current interest in gland rejuvena- 
tion. 

Aunt Caroline said, as she always 
did each year, that she hated the sea- 
shore. But that, Amelia guessed, was to 
up the raw fact that Ellen had 
never once asked their aunt to Bay- 
berry Beach. And beneath Aunt Caro- 
line’s sharp remarks about Ellen, Ame- 
lia knew, was the hurt of love once 
offered and refused. 


cover 


DEENIE WIGGLED her toes Juxuri 
ously in the soft moist Dearly 
as she loved the sand and the tall 
dunes, this gentle field of grass never 
ceased to be a miracle to her. 

She was reaching to cut a branch of 
wild rose when her foot struck some- 
thing soft yet solid. She looked down 
and jumped back with a small frighten- 


grass. 


ed cry. 

A man was lying on his back on the 
grass. His right arm  was_ stretched 
across his chest and clutched his left 
arm. Through the tight closed fingers, 
Deenie could see a dark welling of 
blood. His clothes were wet and he was 
so still Deenie thought she was seeing 
a drowned man. But then she saw his 
eyes had opened and he was looking 
at her in a hard, frightening way. 

She drew a shuddering breath and 
made a convulsive turn to run. But 
her ankle was caught fast in a tight, 
bloody grip and a soft, whispering voice 
said, “Hey, kid. Where ya goin’ so 
fast?” 

Deenie could not make herself look 
at him again, but when the grip on her 
ankle tightened and the question was 
repeated in a new, more frightening 
tone, she invented wildly and stammer- 
ed out that she was going for help. 

“Yeah?” The grip did not 
“Help for who?” 

“For you,” said Deenie, 
“Your arm’s bleeding. I 
were hurt.” 

“Well, now, that’s nice. I bet you're 
a real nice little kid.” The voice was 
softer but the grip did not slacken. 
“What's your name?” 

“Geraldine Foster.” Deenie gasped. 

“Foster,” the voice sounded thought- 
ful. “Foster. Don’t guess your pa’s in 
the Coast Guard, is he?” 

“No,” said Deenie, ready to 
any information if only she could get 
away. “He works in New York. He's a 
lawyer.” 

“A lawyer,” the repeated. 
Seems to me I've heard tell lawyers 
know how to keep secrets. That so?” 

“Of course!” Deenie said, momentar- 
ily forgetting her fear. “Millions and 
millions of them! Why?” 

She turned and looked down at the 
man. His hold on her ankle was lighter 
now, and, except where the blood ran 
from the hole in his arm, he didn’t look 
so frightening. He was young and his 

yes were wide and blue with curly 
ashes and little lines around the sides 
that made him look as though he liked 
laughing. Little drops of what her 
mother would not let her call sweat 
were on his forehead and upper lip. 

He returned Deenie’s gaze gravely 


loosen. 


desperately. 
thought you 


give 


voice 
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and then suddenly he smiled and 
Deenie wasn’t frightened any more, at 
all. He let go of her ankle but she 
made no move to go. 

“Millions and millions, eh?” the man 
was repeating. “That's a lot of secrets. 
So I guess a lawyer’s kid could keep a 
secret pretty good?” 

“Of course!” said Deenie loftily, and 
then, eagerly, “what secret?” 

“Well, this'd be a secret between 
just us two. Nobody else could know.” 

“Okay,” she agreed. 

“Cross your heart and hope to die?” 

Deenie crossed her left side with a 


grimy finger and repeated the formula. 
“Now what's the secret?” she demanded. 

“Why, about me bein’ here, and 
you seein’ me,” said the man, watching 
Deenie closely. 

Her face fell. “Why should I tell 
anybody that? Aren't you supposed to 
be here?” 

“Well, let's say there’s folks’d rather 
I was someplace else.” The man gave 
Deenie an adult-to-adult look. “You 
know how it is.” 

Deenie didn't, but she didn't like to 
say so. “But what about your arm? 
Hadn't I better get Dr. Bob?” 


The man shook his head emphatical- 
ly. “How could it be our secret if he 
knew, too?” He slowly, “But 
you could help me, if you wanted to.” 

Deenie forced herself to look at the 
wounded arm again. Her wits were be- 
ginning to work now that her fright 
was gone and she was beginning to 
guess the importance of the secret 

“What must I do?” she asked 

“Get me a nice, sharp knife from 
your ma’s kitchen, and a towel and 
some water.’ 

“IT couldn't do it for a while,” said 
Deenie, absently scratching a mosquito 
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A BOAC tunic...a cheong sam...a sari 


All over the world BOAC takes good care of you 


Here you see some of the uniforms worn by BOAC 
Stewardesses in different parts of the world. 


For instance, if you’re flying by BOAC from Montreal to 
London your stewardess will be wearing regulation BOAC 
.. from Beirut to Singapore, via Calcutta or Ceylon, 
.. from Singapore to Tokyo, via Hong Kong, 


dress . 
a “sari”. 
a slit-skirt ““cheong sam”. 


But whether she’s English, Indian or Chinese, a BOAC 
stewardess must go to London for initial training. Her 


dians a choice of 


(starting this 


Reservations through your Travel Agent, Railway Ticket Office or: 


BRITISH 


OFFICES IN: MONTREAL 


OVERSEAS 


* TORONTO. 


AIRWAYS 


Britannias, pure-jet Comet 4s and 
ummer) giant Boeing 
707s jet-powered by Rolls-R. 
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IT’S 
AS EASY 
AS 
IT 
LOOKS! 


You may not be an acrobat, 
but you can get back your pep 
when constipation drags you down. 
Just chew your troubles away with 
Feen-a-mint, the minty flavoured laxative 
in chewing gum form! Feen-a-mint 
is gentle enough for children yet it 
gives the sure results most adults 
want in such an easy, pleasant way. 
Keep a box of Feen-a-mint on hand for 
all the family to use 
when they need a laxative, 
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lasting full support your doctor wants you to have. 
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bite as she thought, “because I have 
to eat my breakfast. Mother’d be in 
the kitchen and see me take things.” 

The man lay back on the grass, pain- 
fully trying to ease his arm. 

“Well, make it as soon as you can, 
lawyer.” 

Deenie didn’t move. “What's your 
name?” she asked suddenly. 

“You can call me Pete,” the man 
said, tiredly closing his eyes. 

Deenie nodded and continued to look 
at him thoughtfully. 

“I've been thinking,” she said finally. 
“You'd better not stay here. Pretty soon 
it'll be very hot and mosquito-y in the 
grass. That’s a bullet hole in your arm, 
isn’t it?” 

Pete’s eyes flew open. 

“I expect,” Deenie went on, “that 
you're a rumrunner. That’s why you 
asked if my father was in the Coast 
Guard, isn’t it?” 

The man’s hand shot out and caught 
Deenie’s leg again. 

“Don’t be silly,” she said calmly. “If 
I'm going to be your lawyer, I have 
to know everything. That’s what Daddy 
said once.” 

Pete gave a faint laugh and let go. 

“Okay, lawyer. Since you know so 
much. I had a little trouble last night, 
and I gotta get this slug outa my arm. 
And I gotta find some place to lay up 
for a day or two. Till the boys can pick 
me up. You get the answer to that one, 
and you can be my lawyer for life!” 

“But, it’s easy,” said Deenie. “If you 
can walk, that is,” she added anxiously. 

“Some,” Pete said. “Where'd you 
have in mind?” 

“Down there at the old hotel,” 
Deenie pointed. “It’s all empty, but 
there are some beds and you can't get 
hurt if you don't step on any loose 
boards.” 

Pete had raised himself cautiously 
on one elbow and was following 
Deenie’s pointing finger. 

“Of course,” he said. “I was looney 
not to think of it right off.” 

“You know about it?” Deenie was 
disappointed. 

“Well, not to be inside it. But I seen 
it lotsa times.” He saw Deenie’s crest- 
fallen look and added hastily, “But like 
I say, I never woulda thought of goin’ 
there myself. It's you who saved me, 
and you are gonna be my lawyer for 
life!” 

Deenie’s brown eyes studied the blue 
ones beneath her and she broke into 
a wide, pleased grin. A warm glow of 
appreciation for this exciting friend- 
ship was radiating through her bosom. 
With a sudden attack of shyness she 
picked up her fallen flowers. 

“You'd better go there now, before 
other people are up.” She paused and 
added abruptly, “I'll come there as 
soon as I can.” 

And, clutching the flowers to her 
bosom, she bolted as fast as her legs 
would carry her back to her wagon. 


“NOT A SIGN of him,” said Coast 
Guardsman Jim Dimmock, as he hung 
up his sou’wester on a hook by the 
door. He nodded to young Eph Pear- 
sall who was hunched over a corner 
desk, laboriously making out the sta- 
tion’s routine reports. 

Captain Plunkett turned from. his 
roll-top desk where an_ ink-splattered 
blotter bore evidence of his first effort 
to complete a report on last night's 
skirmish. “Look in the old hotel?” 

Jim nodded. “Top to bottom. There 
wasn't a sign of a trail into the dunes. 
I think that shot must have got him.” 

The captain frowned. “Didn't aim to 
kill nobody. Better tell the rest of the 
boys to keep an eye peeled on the in- 
tides. Never know when a body’s li’ble 
to come back, and we don’t want the 
kids and ladies to get a scare.” 
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Jim smiled to himself. Captain 
Plunkett and his company were hard!y 
the most ardent enforcement officers 
to be found. Last night the captain 
hadn't fired until the rumrunners had 
ignored his challenge. Then he fired 
once and hit a man on the sandb: 
who was desperately trying to push thi 
boat off. Just before the man fell, he'd 
given one last push and the boat had 
ripped away without him. When the, 
had looked for the injured man on the 
bar, he was gone. 

Jim lit a cigarette and stared out the 
window at the island community just 
now coming to morning life. The Coast 
Guard knew that the men of the beach 
usually got their liquor supplies from 
Coyle’s Hotel at the dock in Simons- 
ville. And, Jim thought, it never seem 
ed to worry them a bit that the bottles 
they brought on Saturday afternoon 
had gone on last night’s tide right by 
the cottages where their wives and 
children were sleeping. 

At least, he thought, it hadn’t worried 
them so far. 


DEENIE PUT one leg over the win- 
dow sill and carefully eased her way 
into the old hotel. It was quite a feat, 
since she was carrying a sharp red- 
handled kitchen knife, a bulky huck 





QUICK-TRICK 
When I want to move my ches- 
terfield, | take four waxed milk 
cartons, which have been wash- 
ed, cut one side and one end out 
and then slide a carton under 
each foot of the chesterfield. 
These waxed cartons help the 
chesterfield to slide on the floor 
quite easily. 
Mrs. W. J, Delahunt, 
Treherne, Man. 





towel, some peanut-butter sandwiches, 
and milk in her pint-sized Thermos. 
She also had a small bottle of iodine 
and a diminutive roll of bandages from 
a Red Cross Nurse kit Aunt Amelia 
had given her for Christmas. 

She stood staring doubtfully down 
the long, empty corridor of the old 
hotel. Though she had gone there many 
times before because it was a strictly 
forbidden place to play, Mike had al- 
ways been with her. 

Deenie stood very still. Then her 
heart began beating heavily and her 
skin began to prickle as some animal 
instinct told her she was being watched. 

The silence continued until she 
thought her ears would crack with 
listening. Then there was the smallest 
chuckle to be heard. 

“What's the matter, lawyer? Scared? 
So was I! We been scarin’ each other 
silly for the last five minutes!” 

Deenie took a long breath. Pete 
was coming around the corner whe! 
the old staircase was. He looked pal 
and pain-ridden but the friendly looh 
in his blue eyes was the same as before, 
and the rueful smile on his mouth wa 
like the one Daddy wore when Mothe! 
caught him in some silly fib. 

Deenie Foster, girl lawyer and Red 
Cross nurse, ran forward to aid her 
client-patient. 


THE TRAIN rattled out of the tunne! 
and Amelia stared unseeingly at the 
ugly view, as the train rose to the 
ground level. 

She did not like to discuss Ellen wit! 
Aunt Caroline and she tried never t 
discuss Aunt Caroline with Cllen 
Either discussion made her feel dis- 
loyal. 

Amelia had never been close to he 
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handsome, stern-faced mother and she 
had not truly grieved at her death. 
She had been nine at the time. Ry 
(Ryan Conway Mackay) just a year 
old, and Ellen, fifteen. And Ellen had 
grieved, for she had adored her moth- 
er and some basic need in her had 
responded to her mother’s Victorian 
certainties and moralities. 

So when Father had sent for Caro- 
line Mackay, the widow of his only 
brother, to take care of his children in 
the rectory, Ellen had openly and bit- 
terly resented her, especially since Aunt 
Caroline, with her gay clothes and 
friendly ways, represented everything 
her mother had most frowned on. 
When her mother had been alive, the 
life of the parish had seemed strict and 
joyless. But when Aunt Caroline had 
come to live with them, home had 
taken on a kind of relaxed and happy 
glow, until the sudden death of the 
rector had removed the Mackay family 
from the rectory. 

By that time, of course, Ellen had 
been married to Grae for some years. 
And, during all that time, she had 
never ceased to resent her aunt. So 
strong was her feeling that she had 
hardly waited for her father’s funeral 
to be over before she insisted that she 
and Grae should take Ry to live with 
them. 

While Amelia saw the logic of mov- 
ing her young brother into a family 
with a man at its head, she couldn't 
help wondering whether Ry and Ellen 
were temperamentally suited to live to- 
gether, especially as Grae was much 
occupied with his law practice, and 
Ellen naturally assumed command. 

Still, Ry had never complained, and 
surely he would have told her or Aunt 
Caroline if he was unhappy. 

Amelia picked up Black Oxen, dis- 
missing her family problem for the 
fascinating problem of Clavering and 
Countess Zattiany. 


ELLEN SHOOK Ry’s shoulder for the 
third time. He rolled over, opened his 
eyes and squinted resentfully at his 
sister. 

“What, for Pete’s sake?” 
ed grumpily. 

“It’s ten o'clock, Ry,” Ellen said 
sharply. “Amelia’s coming this morn- 
ing and the least you can do is come 
with us to meet her.” 

“I'm going to, but, damn it, Sis, the 
boat doesn’t get in till eleven-thirty!” 

“Don’t say ‘damn it,” said Ellen 
stiffly. “And get up, right now, please. 
I need you to help me get the house 
ready for her. With everything else I 
have to do, you can make your own 
bed and clean up your room. It looks 
like a pigsty!” 

She looked around disgustedly at 
the discarded clothes dropped on the 
floor, the wet bathing suit thrown over 
a chair, the sand-caked sneakers tossed 
in a corner. 

“Oh,” Ry said violently. “Leave me 
alone!” 

Sister and brother glared at one an- 
other. Their eyes held each other. 
Ellen’s grey eyes were bright with 
angry frustration. Ry’s brown eyes 
burned with resentment. 

“Ry,” Ellen spoke in a low voice 
which she tried to keep from angry 
trembling, “where were you until two- 
thirty this morning? What were you 
doing? Who were you with?” 

“None of your damn business!” the 
boy flung back promptly. 

“Ry, I've told you before, I will not 
have you speaking that way and swear 
ing.” Ellen’s voice was obviously trem 
bling now. “You are going to behave 
properly around this house as long as 
you are in it!” 

“As long as I’m in it!” Ry threw 
back the bedclothes and bounced on 
the floor. He hunched his big young 


he demand- 
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body as he 
Ellen. 

“If I didn’t know you'd find some 
way to drag me back, I'd be gone from 
here today — now — this minute! And. 


walked aggressively to 


hallway, trying to push down anger 
and shock. Then, slowly, she turned, 
went into her own room and sank limp- 
ly into a chair 

Ry’s accusation cut deep. Ry was her 


home unexpectedly and found Ry with 
that little girl and 

Her mind shuddered away from the 
scene, as always, and she heard with 





relief the clap of the living-room screen 
responsibility—a responsibility she had door that heralded Archie Ballou’s 
deliberately sought. She had been so morning call 

confident that she had been right to Ellen smoothed her hair automatic- 
take the boy away from Aunt Caroline, ally and. opening her door, called out, 
to make sure he was brought up with “Is_ that you, Archie? I'll be right 


believe me, I wouldn't look back!” 

Ry raised the flat of his hand and 
gave Ellen a sharp push that spun her 
backward into the hall. 

“Because I don’t like you a damn 





bit better than you like me, Sister, their mother’s sense of right and wrong. down.” 
dear! And this was the result. The shock- No hurry, my dear,” Archie’s mild 
He swung the door to with a re- ing, frightening result. Ry’s swift, voice came back. “Take your time.” 


sounding slam. 
Ellen leaned against the wall in the 


seemingly unreasoning anger brought But Ellen did hurry. She was anxious 
back that other time when she’d come to get away from herself, to relax in 
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Science Now Shrinks 
Piles Without 
Pain or Discomfort 


Finds Healing Substance That Relieves Pain 
And Itching As It Shrinks Hemorrhoids 


Toronto, Ont. (Special) — For 
the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and 
to relieve pain and itching. Thou- 
sands have been relieved with this 
inexpensive substance right in the 
privacy of their own home without 
any discomfort or inconvenience. 

In case after case, while gently 
relieving pain actual reduction 
(shrinkage) took place 

Most amazing of all—results were 
so thorough that sufferers made 
statements like ‘‘Piles have ceased 
to be a problem!’ 

The secret is a new healing sub- 
stance (Bio-Dyne)—discovery of 2 
famous scientific institute. 

Now this new healing substance 
is offered in suppository or ointment 
form called Preparation H. Ask for 
it at all drug stores—money back 
guarantee. 
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TOILET TANK BALL 


Noisy running toilets can waste over 1000 
gallons of water a day. Stop this annoying 
noise, waste and expense. The efficient pat- 
ented Water-Master Tank Ball instantly stops 
the flow of water after each flushing, stops 
the flow everytime, not just some of the time. 


98c at hardware stores EVERYWHERE 








the peace she always found in Archie, 
with his courteous, old-school manner, 
his calm, good sense and kindly under- 
standing. 

She held out her hands to him and 
he took them both, holding them for 
a second as he looked into her face. 
His smile faded. “What have we here?” 
His shrewd painter’s eyes looked at 
her closely. “Beauty in distress? 
Trouble ...-tension . ... unshed tears?” 

Ellen laughed a little uncertainly. 
“How you do see through me.” 

“I know you, my dear,” Archie said 
gently and he drew her over to the 
canvasback swing. “Want to tell me 
about it?” 

She looked at Archie, not really see- 
ing his long, sensitive head, with its 
high cheekbones and deep-set blue eyes, 
its thinning but still-blond hair. Ellen 
no longer thought of him as Archibald 
Garve Ballou, the celebrated portrait 
painter and Bayberry Beach’s most fa- 
mous resident. She was simply sitting 
opposite a kind friend in whom she 
wanted badly to confide, but her stub- 
born tongue would not let her. 

After a moment, Archie said quiet- 
ly, “I can see you don’t want to talk, 
but, forgive me if I ask one question. 
You're upset about Ry, aren't you?” 

Ellen nodded miserably. 

“Then, I'd like to say just this. Be 
sure you're not making too much of 
things. Sixteen is a difficult age, you 
know.” He looked at her quizzically. 
“You and I, Ellen, are rapidly becom- 
ing archaic in this postwar world.” 

Ellen gave a laugh that had a catch 
in it, With a deliberate change of sub- 
ject, he added, “Amelia’s coming today, 
isn’t she?” 

“Yes, on the morning boat.” Ellen 
smiled. “Deenie has already dug a 
whole pail of clams in her honor.” 

Archie chuckled. “I expect Amelia’s 
had many a tribute before, but never 
a pail of clams!” 

“Oh, but a bouquet goes with it!” 
Ellen could feel her tension lifting. 

“In that case,” said Archie gravely, 
“the clams are entirely de rigueur.” He 
was quiet for a moment, looking out 
to sea. “Deenie is really a charming 
child,” he said, presently. “Such a 
bustling little combination of imagina- 
tion and practicality. I wonder,” he 
hesitated, his gaze far off. “I wonder if 
I could catch her in paint.” 

Ellen was delighted. “Oh, would you, 
Archie? That would be wonderful!” 

The painter smiled at her apologet- 
ically. “I've never done anyone so 
young,” he said. “But, perhaps when 
my present work is done.” 

Ellen was distracted by the sound of 
the back door banging. Ry must have 
gone out without breakfast, she 
thought. Her frown came back as she 
turned to Archie and asked politely, 
“What are you doing now? Or is it a 
secret?” 

“Not at all,” Archie said. “I’m paint- 
ing John Budd's daughter, Rose.” 

“Rose!” Ellen forgot Ry as she stared 
at Archie astonished. “You're painting 
Rose! But what on earth do you see 
in that common, pert little girl?” 

Archie’s eyes had a twinkle in them. 
“Why, Ellen, I do believe you're more 
old-fashioned than I am. Can't you see 
that Rose is the very essence of to- 
day’s youth? Dissatisfied and demand- 
ing — sulky and seeking — and full of 
some new kind of vitality.” He looked 
a little disconcerted at his outburst and 
got up. “As a matter of fact, I must 
go now.” He paused at the door and 
looked back at Ellen. “Forgive me for 
bringing it up again, Ellen, but have 
you talked over your problem about 
Ry with Grae?” 

Ellen turned away from her friend. 
“I've tried, but it does no good. Grae 
doesn't see things the way I do. Be- 
sides,” Ellen’s gaze flicked nervously 


at Archie and away again, “there's 
something Grae doesn't know —and | 
could never tell him.” 

“I see.” Archie spoke gravely. “You 
know. Ellen, there’s such a thing as 
trying to tackle too much alone.” 

Without waiting for an answer, 
Archie was gone. 


AMELIA SAT on the top deck of the 
Henry J. Stebbins, drinking in the 
pungent smell of mixed gasoline and 
salt water. As the boat drew closer to 
Captain's Dock, she could make out a 
knot of figures waiting for the ferry’s 
arrival. And now she was close enough 
to see Ellen, her hands on Deenie’s 
shoulders, apparently to keep her from 
“jumping too loud” as Deenie had 
once phrased it, and just behind Ellen 
was Ry, lounging against a kerosene 
drum. He had not waved, and there was 
no smile on his face. 

Almost before Amelia had both feet 
on the dock, Deenie tore away from 
her mother’s grasp and hurled herself 
on her aunt. 

Amelia kissed her niece and hugged 
her before she turned to her sister. To 
her surprise, Ellen was dashing tears 
from her eyes and there was something 
almost convulsive in her embrace. 

When Amelia greeted Ry, his face 
lighted briefly and he returned her 
kiss with a brief embarrassed peck on 
her cheek. Then he lapsed into his un- 
smiling look and gruffly demanded to 
know which was her luggage. 

“It's the big brown valise,” Amelia 
pointed down the dock. “Ana, oh, I 
almost forgot—I can let Dory out 
now.” 

“Dory?” Deenie demanded instantly. 
“You mean like a boat?” 
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Amelia laughed as she knelt by tl 
carrying case. “No, like Pandora,” sh 
said. “My little dog.” 

“Ohhh!” breathed Deenie in ecstas) 
“A dog! Is she going to stay with us? 
Will mother let her?” 

Amelia had been busy getting out a 
leash and snapping back the lid of the 
carrier and it wasn’t until Dory had 
jumped out that Amelia looked at her 
sister. 

What she saw startled her consider 
ably, for on Ellen’s face, as she stared 
at the beautiful littlke dog, was a look 
of pure horror. 


JIM DIMMOCK, looking up casually 
from his polishing job on the Coast 
Guard dory, noticed young Ry Mackay 
and his beautiful sister and little Deenie 
greeting someone on the dock. Idly he 
looked to see who it might be. The 
new arrival was a tall, slender young 
woman. As she passed the Coast Guard 
boat, now talking animatedly, she sud- 
denly dragged the concealing hat from 
her head and shook out a head of shin- 
ing gold curls. Laughing, she turned to 
show her short locks to her audience 
and, in so doing, met Jim’s eyes. 

For a second, or perhaps two, her 
wide brown gaze held with his. Her 
eyes widened even more and her laugh 
dimmed uncertainly. 

Then she was gone. And Jim stood 
there with the polishing rag in one 
hand and the can of polish in the other. 
He felt exactly as though someone had 
knocked the wind out of him. 


AMELIA HAD finished putting her 
clothes away in the old pine chest in 
the guest room when Ellen came in. 
Dory, who had been curled up on a 
small braided rug, got up at once and 
went to Ellen, tail wagging. But Ellen 
paid no attention to her, beyond mov- 
ing slightly away. 

“Here, Dory,” Amelia called quick- 
ly, and added, “I’m afraid I did wrong 
to bring her, Ellen, but I just didn't 
stop to think that perhaps you'd mind.” 

Ellen gave rather a forced smile. “Of 
course, I don’t mind, Melie. But you'll 
have to keep an eye on her. Don’t let 
Deenie ... or Ry ... take her. Some- 
thing might happen to her while she 
was away and I wouldn't want the re- 
sponsibility.” 

Amelia looked at her sister wonder- 
ingly. But before she could say any- 
thing, Ellen put her hands on her sis- 
ter’s arms and turned her to face the 
light. 

“Now, let me get a good look at you. 
I want to see just what kind of an in- 
valid I have on my hands. My, you're 
thin — and pale, too!” 

“Well, I am thin,” Amelia admitted. 
“But I'm really not an invalid. I just 
get a little tired, that’s all, and the 
doctor says that won't last long.” 

“Not if I have anything to say about 
it,” Ellen said firmly. “I’m going to 
get you well in no time.” She flipped 
Amelia’s short curls with her finger 
and smiled. “I must say your hair 
makes you look every inch a flapper.” 

Amelia turned and looked at herself 
and Ellen in the mirror. She leaned 
forward and addressed her sister's 
image impulsively. 

“What is it, Ellen? Something's 
wrong, I know. Won't you tell me?” 

Ellen's reaction was instant. She 
forced herself to smile and put a self- 
conscious finger on the frown between 
her brows, rubbing it out. 

“Wrong?” she said in what Amelia 
called her “company” voice. “My 
goodness, I don’t know what you 
mean.” 

She turned away from the mirror 
as from something unpleasant and 
said lightly, “If you hear a loud com- 
motion downstairs, it'll only be because 
I'm forcibly restraining Deenie. She has 
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holds the line against the years 


What is this remarkable Firmo-Lift that keeps for tomorrow the beauty 
you have today? Firmo-Lift is Elizabeth Arden’s exclusive miracle, a 
transforming beauty treatment. Firmo-Lift Treatment Lotion. supple- 
mented by Special Salon Treatment Oil. has unique firming and stimu- 
lating effects that are released by your own two hands! Firmo-Lift 


helps firm contours. tends to refine skin texture, protects against 


wrinkles, improves the circulation. Follow this treatment with Miss 
Arden’s famous restorative night cream Creme Extrordinaire o1 
Perfection Cream. Take just five minutes every night and morning 
with Firmo-Lift. Why? Your mirror will give you the flattering answer! 
Firmo-Lift Lotion: 3.50, 6.00. Special Salon Treatment Oil: 4.00. 11.00 


Creme Extrordinaire: 10.00. 18.50. 27.50. 
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THE SYMBOL OF QUALITY FROM COAST TO COAST 


LOW CALORIE SPREADS 
Made Without Sugar 
9 Varieties—Black Currant, Blueberry, 
Damson, Grape, Orange, Pineapple, 
Raspberry, Strawberry, Three Fruit 


Ask your grocer to-day 10Q 
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Make sure that the addresses on your letters and 
parcels include these 5 points: 


e Full name of person to whom your mail 
is addressed. 


© Correct street address, rural route number 
or post office box number. 


@ City, town or village 
e Province, state (or equivalent) and country 
e Your name and return address in upper 


left corner. 


Remember, Postal Zoning operates in Vancouver, 
Winnipeg, Toronto, Ottawa, Montreal and Quebec. 
When writing to these cities be sure to include 
the Postal Zone Number. 

















What do you plan to do when you retire? 


To each of us retirement means 
something different. 

Probably, however, you look forward to 
doing all those things which you now 
never seem to have time to do. 

The big question, of course, is— 

Will you have the means? In other 
words, if you keep up your present rate 
of saving, will you have financial 
independence on retirement? 

If the answer is “no’’, you might look 
into the excellent Retirement Savings 
Plans provided by Canadian Govern- 
ment Annuities, 


FEDERAL DEPARTMENT OF LABOUR 





For example: 

Supposing you are a man of 28 and wish 
to secure an Annuity of $100 per month, 
commencing at 65 and continuing as 
long as you live. Your monthly premium 
would be only $14.90. 


AND YOUR PREMIUMS ARE DEDUCTIBLE 
FOR INCOME TAX PURPOSES WITHIN 
CERTAIN LIMITS. 


This is only one example of a government 
annuity. You can purchase plans that 
start at 50, 60 and 65. What’s more 
there is no medical examination ... and 
the annuity can’t lapse... 


Mail this coupon for detailed information 


Me Hey a) To: Director, Canadian Government Annuities, 7 

\esut ean Department of Labour, Ottawa, (Postage Free) 9C | 

{> se . Please send me complete information on Canadian Government | 
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two surprises she got up practically be- 
fore dawn to get you. But, I explained 
to her you must rest before lunch.” 

“Nonsense,” said Amelia briskly. “I 
can rest later.” She gestured to a pile 
of packages on her bed. “Shall we have 
presents before or after lunch?” 

Ellen laughed. “Before if you’re sure 
you don’t mind. Otherwise, Deenie 
won't eat anything.” 

When the sisters reached the living 
room, only Deenie. with her pail of 
clams and a vase of wild flowers, was 
waiting. Ry was nowhere to be seen. 

Later in the afternoon. Amelia in- 
sisted on going in the ocean with 
Deenie. Ellen disapproved, saying that 
the most Amelia should venture now 
was a dip in the bay where there would 
be no waves to knock her about. 

Afterward, aunt and niece stretched 
out on the warm sand in happy com- 
panionship. Deenie seemed to Amelia’s 
practised teacher's eye to be overtense 
so she set herself to calming talk on a 
careful big-girl level. 

Amelia heard much about Mike and 
Deenie’s exploits, how their swim- 
ming was apparently in championship 
form and how they were even learn- 
ing to handle a canoe. 

“Is Ry teaching you?” Amelia asked. 

“Oh, no,” said Deenie. “He's never 
around anymore. Even at night.” She 
grinned and spicily offered the infor- 
mation that Ry had a gir/ and that 
Mother didn’t like it because it was 
Rose Budd and Mother didnt approve 
of Rose, even though Uncle Archie 
was painting her. 

“But I’m not sure,” Deenie finished 
reflectively, “if Mother knows that. She 
thinks Uncle Archie’s just about per- 
fect but, I don’t think she'd like it if 
she knew he was painting Rose Budd's 
picture.” 

Amelia learned that on the Fourth 
of July, Deenie and Ry and her father 
were going On a picnic on the schooner 
Betsy K, way down the island where 
they were planning to climb the light- 
house. 

Amelia raised her eyebrow. “You 
mean, I'm not invited?” 

Deenie looked up at her aunt, sur- 
prised. “But Mother says you're not 
well enough for a picnic.” 

“I may not climb the lighthouse, 
but I'm certainly going on the Betsy 
K,” Amelia said firmly. 

Deenie jumped excitedly. “That 
makes everything just perfect! Now, if 
only Pete .”’ She stopped suddenly 
and looked at her aunt guiltily. 

“Isn't he going on the picnic?” Ame- 
lia asked. “And I thought his name was 
Mike.” 

“No, no,” Deenie said confusedly. 
“Of course Mike’s going! Pete’s a... 
another boy. Come on, Dory, I'll race 
you to the end of the dune and back.” 

And she rushed away with the puppy 
sprinting happily ahead of her. Amelia 
smiled and guessed that Pete was a 
new and unresponsive flame. Her smile 
faded a little as unaccountably this 
thought recalled to her mind a pair of 
direct hazel eyes in a tanned face that 
gazed intently at her from the Coast 
Guard dory. 

She blinked the vision away as she 
said to herself, severely, “A Coast 
Guard! Really, Amelia!” 


“DID ANYONE hear a shot last 
night?” 

As Vesta Wyckoff’s familiar, carry- 
ing voice floated from the front porch, 
Amelia paused in her climb up the 
dune. Deenie instantly clutched her and 
whispered, “Shh! They'll stop talking 
if they know I’m coming.” 

“Why, you little eavesdropper,” said 
Amelia mildly and called up. “Hello, 
Vesta. If it’s anything shocking, 
Deenie’s with me.” 

“Meanie!” called out Deenie as a 
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hearty laugh floated down to them. 

“No, no,” Vesta called. “It’s perfect- 
ly safe.” 

Amelia smiled at what was obviously 
a welcoming committee for her. There 
was Vesta Wyckoff, the wife of a pro- 
fessor of ethnology, stout, cheerful 
and childless. There was Renee Aus- 
tell, a widow, handsome, greying and 
intense. Marcia Carpenter, Deenie’s 
friend Mike’s mother, slim and serene- 
ly quiet. With Marcia was a guest who 
was in striking contrast to the other 
women. Marcia introduced her as Miss 
Stella Hunt, and Amelia, remembering 
that Marcia was married to a New 
York drama critic, put two and two 
together and recognized Miss Hunt as 
the young actress who had played sev- 
eral successful ingénue roles on Broad- 
way. 

Amelia could see the girl had an 
appealing young prettiness, but she 
had to look for it beneath a good deal 
of paint. Miss Hunt’s hair was bleach- 
ed and shingled, her eyelashes were 
beaded with mascara, her eyebrows 
but a thin line and her lips a startling 
Cupid’s bow. In one hand she held a 
lighted cigarette in a long ebony hold- 
er and in the other she held a glass of 
iced tea, which she regarded with un- 
concealed distaste. 

But Deenie had waited for the 
amenities as long as she could. Now 
she insisted on the story about the 
“shot.” 

“I'm not sure that Deenie 
Ellen began. 

“Oh, Mother!” Deenie said in an- 
guished tones, and Vesta Wyckoff said 
briskly, “Nonsense! The child’s bound 
to hear it, anyway. It’s all over the 
island. It seems,” she said settling down 
to her story with relish, “that the Coast 
Guard shot a _ bootlegger last night. 
And nobody knows whether he escaped 
or was wounded and drowned.” 

“I think you'd better stay close to 
home, Deenie,” Ellen warned, “until 
they find out what happened to the 
man.” 

“Oh, goodness, Mother,” Deenie 
said loftily. “I'm not afraid of a boot- 
legger! Are they still looking for him, 
Mrs. Wyckoff?” 

“I guess so, Deenie,” the stout lady 
said comfortably. “And don't you 
worry, they'll find him!” 


IN THE LATE afternoon, a warm 
land breeze had come up and Amelia 
offered to get some ice cream for sup- 
per. She chose Budd’s as the nearer 
store, not feeling up to the longer walk 
to Marshall’s. 

She left Dory outside on the porch 
and opened the screen door. For the 
first second, she thought she was alone 
in the store but a slight scuffling in a 
dim corner drew her eyes to two fig- 
ures who had evidently just jumped 
apart. 

One was Rose Budd. The other, Ry. 

A bright smear of lipstick on Ry’s 
mouth and his truculent expression told 
their own story, but Rose seemed en- 
tirely unruffled. She moved behind the 
counter unhurriedly. 

“*Lo, Miss Mackay,” she said. “Heard 
you'd come. Been sick, too, I heard.” 

“Well, I'm all right now, thank you, 
Rose,” Amelia answered, wondering 
if Mrs. Budd could possibly be aware 
of the impression her young daughter 
made with her painted face and tight 
costume. 

Ry, who had been standing uncer- 
tainly in the corner, dabbing furtively 
at the smear on his mouth, muttered 
that he guessed he’d be going. 

“Wait a minute, Ry, and we can 
walk home together,” Amelia said. 

Ry seemed about to object but 
Amelia had taken care to keep her 
voice casual and he ungraciously 
agreed. 
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“A quart of ice cream, please, Rose,” 
Amelia said. 

She paid no further attention to Ry 
but studied Rose as the girl began to 
pack the paper container with ice 
cream. 

There was no doubt that the girl had 
a rather unusual kind of good looks. 
Amelia could very well see why Ry 
was smitten, but she was less able to 
see why Archie Ballou should find her 
an interesting subject to paint. But 
when Rose folded in the top of the 
ice-cream carton and turned to face 
Amelia, she shot a sidewise glance at 
Ry. At that instant, there was a sly, 
teasing awareness that Amelia could 
only describe as “female.” The look, 
together with the upward tilt of Rose’s 
full mouth, made Amelia think she 
knew why Archie Ballou found her 
paintable, after all. 

On the boardwalk, going home, 
Amelia and Ry were silent. The mulish 
look was back on his mouth and his 
nice-looking young face was set. Ame- 
lia thought back to the spontaneous 
little boy whose happy nature had 
withstood the rigors of his rectory 
babyhood, the loss of both parents, and 
two changes in home environment. For 
years after Ellen had taken him, all 
had seemed well. But something was 
certainly wrong now. 

The sun was setting over the main- 
land and the miraculous colors of eve- 
ning water and sky, the magic scent 
of salt and sweet grass came poignant- 
ly to Amelia’s senses. She drew in a 
deep breath and let it out in a sigh. 

At the sound, Ry seemed to relax a 
little. He looked at his sister and scuff- 
ed at a loose board in the walk. 

“Glad you're here, Melie,” he said 
gruffly. “Didn't say much this morn- 
ing, but...” 

“Didn't say much!” Amelia smiled. 
“Well, let’s say you were no welcom- 
ing committee. What was wrong any- 
way?” 

“Oh, nothing,” Ry scowled again. 
“Ellen had been at me and we'd had 
one of our fights.” 

“One of your fights?” 

“Yeah.” The boy’s tone was biting. 
“Every hour on the hour.” 

“Oh, Ry, why? What’s wrong?” 

“Pick a subject. Any subject.” 

“Look, Ry,” Amelia did her best at 
a man-to-man tone, “Ellen’s a lot old- 
er than you, and I suppose it’s hard for 
you, growing up in these postwar times, 
to know just how different the world 
was when Ellen was your age. I was 
just about in the middle of it all and 
I found it hard to adjust to the 
changes.” She laughed a little. “Why, 
there was a girl at the house this after- 
noon, a young actress, and I couldn't 
help being a little shocked at the way 
she was made up.” 

Ry grinned a little. “Yeah, I met her. 
She could give Rose lessons!” 

Amelia was glad to hear this casual 
reference to Rose, but she kept on with 
her point. “Well, you see, if I felt that 
way about that girl, just imagine how 
Ellen must feel about lots of things.” 
She put a hand impulsively on Ry’s 
arm. “If you'd just try to understand 
Ellen — and remember how much she 
loves you.” 

Ry’s face darkened and he pushed 
Amelia’s hand away roughly. “Look, 
Melie, don’t you start that damn prig- 
gish act! I get enough of it from Ellen. 
And as for her loving me,” he gave an 
ugly, forced laugh, “well, all I can 
say is, that’s rich, that is!” 

Amelia stood still in the middle of 
the boardwalk. Ry’s roughness shocked 
her but the youthful misery of his last 
remark struck her as pitiful. After a 
moment, she said slowly, “Ry, you're 
almost grown up now, but it doesn't 
seem to me you're acting it.” 

Ry’s lips tightened and color came 
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into his cheeks. He kept his eyes turned 
away from Amelia and his hands made 
fists in his pockets. 

“Go on, tell me it’s all my fault.” 

“No,” Amelia said evenly, “I think 
it's probably Ellen’s fault, too. But I 
also think it would be easier for you 
to give in a little, than for Ellen. For 
instance,” she went on, “how much 
does seeing Rose Budd really mean to 
you?” 

Ry looked startled. Then he shrug- 
ged one shoulder and the ghost of a 
smile came into his eyes. 

“Oh, Rose is okay,” he said indif- 
ferently. 

“You mean, don’t you,” Amelia said 
gravely, but with an answering smile 
in her own eyes, “that Rose makes a 
very pleasant way to annoy Ellen. Isn‘t 
that the truth, Ry, really?” 

Ry couldn't prevent the smile reach- 
ing down to his mouth. “Well, maybe 
some of it,” he admitted. “But let me 
tell you,” he added quickly, “Rose is 
a darn sight more fun to be with than 
those slow kids at the Yacht Club 
Ellen keeps preaching to me about. 
‘Why don’t you take Frances Carpenter 
to the dance?’” he mimicked. “Huh! 
Frances is only fourteen — she’s just a 
baby! And what's more,” he ended up 
defiantly, “I’m taking Rose to the pic- 
nic and to the dance on the Fourth!” 

“Well then,” Amelia said equably, 
“after the dance just think how much 
pleasanter your life would be if you 
stopped seeing so much of Rose and 
Ellen one less thing to argue 
about.” 

Amelia could see that Ry was actual- 
ly considering this new viewpoint and 
decided she had said enough. 
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THEY HAD finished spooning the last 
of their melting ice cream when they 
heard a tap at the screen door and 
Archie Ballou’s cheerful voice called 
out, “May I come in?” 

Amelia detected relieved pleasure in 
Ellen’s warm response and she felt a 
good deal the same way, herself. 

She had always been fond of Archie, 
ever since the first summer Ellen and 
Grae had come to Bayberry. Indeed, 
that first year, she had had a kind of 
belated schoolgirl crush on the artist. 
But Amelia’s “case” had soon passed 
away in the light of Archie’s amused 
recognition of it and his kind but firm 
refusal to accept the romantic role. 

He took her hand, his eyes holding 
their familiar twinkle. 

“A thriving invalid, I see.” 

Amelia laughed. “How are you, 
Archie? You look well and happy, as 
always.” 

Archie blinked at her solemnly. 
“Happy and well as an old bachelor 
can be.” 


“An oid bachelor who’s up to new 


tricks,” Amelia said teasingly. “I hear 
you're painting the budding island 
belle.” 


“Amelia,” Archie said reproachfully, 
“is that supposed to be a pun?” 

“No pun intended,” Amelia assured 
him. “Just honest admiration. Rose is 
turning into a very attractive young 
woman.” 

“If you care for common looks and 
common manners,” Ellen put in, with 
a glance at Ry. 

He glowered, and started to speak, 
but catching Amelia’s warning eye, he 
closed his mouth tightly and left the 
room. They could hear his sneakered 
feet thudding angrily up the stairs. 

Wondering why on earth Ellen de- 
liberately irked the boy and_ then 
looked unhappy about it, Amelia rush- 
ed into speech. “Tell me, Archie, what 
are you going to call your painting of 
Rose? My guess is “Rose in the Bud.’ 
Now there’s a pun for you!” 

Archie chuckled and answered in his 


slow, dry voice. “Punishment, rather. 
No, I was thinking of calling it, ‘Oh, 
well-painted passion.’ ” 


Amelia laughed, “Very neat. Com- 


plimentary both to the subject and 
painter.” 
“Passion!” Ellen said in a shocked 


tone. “You're not serious, Archie? That 
little girl! And besides, nobody would 
understand a title like that. I'm sure / 
don’t.” 

“Othello, my dear. But I was only 
teasing. Showing off to your learned 
sister, here.” 

While Amelia and Ellen washed and 
dried the dishes, Archie sat companion- 
ably in the little kitchen chair, chat- 
ting. 

He asked Amelia about her teaching 
and said he understood from Deenie, 
who had just finished Miss Covington’s 
third grade, that Amelia was the 
school’s most-admired teacher. 

Amelia looked rueful. “I suspect 
that’s because they all seem to get 
around me. somehow. Except,” she 
added following her own fine of 
thought, “that Isobel Gallaher. I don't 
let her get away with so much as a 
spitball.” 

“Isobel Gallaher!” Ellen turned from 
the dishpan and stared at her sister. 
“| didn’t know she went to Miss Cov- 
ington’s.” 

“For my sins, she does,” Amelia 
said. “But how do you know her? . 


Oh, that’s right, she lives in your 
apartment building, doesn’t she?” 

“Next door,” Ellen said, and Amelia 
caught a peculiarly flat tone in her 
sister's voice. 

“You don’t seem to like Miss Isobel 
very much,” Archie put in smiling. 

“Like her!” Amelia scowled. “She’s 
the most dreadful . . . I tell you if only 
she'd had scarlet fever and not poor 
little Miriam Folsom, I'd have been 
glad to have caught it, just so I could 
blame her!” 

“You mustn't let yourself dislike a 
child so much, Melie,” Ellen said, her 
head turned back to the dishpan. “After 
all . . .” Some thought of her own 
seemed to strike her and she fell silent. 

Archie and Amelia stared at Ellen's 
back but she said nothing more, and, 
after a moment, Archie changed the 
subject. 

“By the way,” he said, “that story 
that’s been going around about the 
missing rumrunner is true. I met Jim 
Dimmock down at the dock, and he 
told me all about it.” 

“Who is Jim Dimmock?” 
asked. 

“I forgot you wouldn’t know him,” 
Archie told her. “He’s a new Coast 
Guard, this year. Young chap. Major 
in the war.” 

“Oh,” said Amelia, “is he that tall, 
dark man I saw on the Coast Guard 
boat today?” 
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“Probably,” Archie agreed dryly. ‘1 
doubt if you're thinking of Captain 
Plunkett.” 

Amelia laughed. “Tell me,” she said 
rather hastily, “is there really much 
rumrunning around here?” 

“Enough to supply all the cocktail 
parties on Bayberry for seven times 
seven summers,” Archie assured her. 

“| think it’s disgraceful.” Ellen put 
a dish down rather forcefully. “Oh, I 
know, nearly everybody takes a drink 
nowadays. Women, as well as men. 
But when it’s the law, it seems to me 
we should accept it.” 

“For myself,’ Archie said serenely, 
“I confess I have never really enjoyed 
hard liquor, but I do miss a good wine. 
Although,” he added, “I avail myself 
gladly of my friends’ gin and whisky, 
illegal though it may be. I have the 
alcohol habit, I fear.” 

Ellen hung up the dishpan and turn- 
ed to smile at Archie. “You're trying 
to make us think you've led a riotous 
life.” 

“Well, I did live for years in Paris, 
you know,” he offered. 

“Yes,” Ellen retorted, leading the 
way into the living room, “on the Right 
Bank — with your mother!” 

“Pity me, Amelia,” said Archie 
mournfully. “Your sister’s passion for 
truth has unmanned me. I may never 
lift my head again, much less a paint- 
brush.” 

“Oh!” said Ellen, “that reminds me! 
What do you think, Melie?” She turn- 
ed eagerly to her sister. “Archie says 
he may paint Deenie!” 

“Wait, my dear, wait,” Archie warn- 
ed her. “It was just an idea that came 
to me this morning. I may not be able 
to do it at all. She’s so young — and, 
I'm afraid, volatile!’ He did not seem 
to notice Ellen’s disappointed face as 
he looked down at. his thin painter’s 
hands. “Besides,” he said, “I have much 
to do before I finish Rose . . . There’s 
something I feel I'm missing .. .” 

Ellen sniffed. 


THERE WAS no sound but the bang- 
ing of a loose shutter and the sigh of 
the wind through the drafty old hotel 
as Deenie stood in the doorway and 
looked at the empty room. 

She had been so worried about Pete 
lying hurt and cold that she got up in 
the cold dawn, while the rest of the 
house was still sound asleep. Over her 
middy blouse and bloomers, she’d put 
one of the two cherished sweat shirts 
Ry had given her when he'd outgrown 
them. The garment hung down below 
her bloomers and the sleeves covered 
her hands by inches. Then she'd put the 
second sweat shirt over the first. She 
could barely move, but it was the only 
way she'd been able to think of to take 
Pete something warm without being 
seen carrying it. 

And now, she thought, it had all been 
for nothing. Pete was gone. His friends 
must have come for him. Deenie felt 
both glad and sad. Glad that her re- 
sponsibility was over, and sad that she 
would never see her friend again. 

She turned away from the empty 
room and went back to the open win- 
dow. In the act of climbing out, she 
stopped to listen. She thought she heard 
something. It sounded like someone 
hurt, and it came from the rushes. 

Deenie felt her heart beat harder and 
she hesitated. Then she took a cautious 
step toward the waving rushes and the 
sound came again. 

A few more steps and she almost 
cried out. She'd found Pete stretched 
out flat, apparently asleep. His lips 
were blue with cold, while his fore- 
head, which she timidly touched, was 
burning hot. What was he doing here? 
Frightened and worried, Deenie sat 
back on her heels to wait, when she 
thankfully saw Pete open his eyes. 


Chatelaine @ February 1960 














— ’ 





rrr reese 





She leaned over him and said urgent- 
ly, “Pete! Pete! Wake up.” 

He gazed at her dazedly. “Is that 
you, lawyer?” he asked in a wheezing 
croak that sounded awful. “Watcha 
doing here?” 

“Please, Pete, listen to me. I think 
you ought to let me get Dr. Bob. He 
wouldn’t tell on you.” 

“Got to.” Pete croaked. “Got to re- 
port a gunshot wound.” 

“Well, what if they do catch you, 
after all?” she went on. “You haven't 
done anything so very bad, have you? 
And maybe Daddy can help you. He’s 
coming tonight.” 

But Pete continued to shake his head. 
“Can't do it, lawyer,” he said, his 


breath rasping. “Just like you... I got 
a ma. Don’t want she... should get to 
know.” 


Deenie understood this point perfect- 
ly, though her spirits sank at the 
thought of her continuing responsi- 
bility. 

Pete must have read her thoughts, 
for he smiled a little and said in a 
hoarse but reassuring whisper, “I’m all 
right, lawyer. Just got . . . cold, I think. 
Anyways, the boys’ll be comin’ for me 

tonight or tomorrow. I'll lay up 
in the hotel . . . be fine. You run along 

. and... thanks, kid.” 

“But, Pete,” she said anxiously, “you 
can’t stay inside the hotel. The Coast 
Guard’s still looking for you.” 

“I know.” Pete paused to cough deep 
in his chest. “Came last night. That's 
why I’m out here. Maybe you're right, 
lawyer. Better stay here.” He shivered. 

“Look, I brought you something to 
help keep warm.” And she wriggled out 
of her extra sweat shirt. 

“Thought you looked .. . kinda 
swelled up,” Pete grated out, as he 
gingerly eased his arm through the 
sleeve and settled himself gratefully in 
the sweat shirt’s warmth. “Thanks. 
That’s a lifesaver.” 

Deenie thought the time had come 
to put her questions. “How do you 
know your friends are coming for you? 
How will they know where you are?” 


“Be watchin’... for a signal,” Pete 
told her, drawing his breath carefully. 
“When the tide’s right . . . they'll pick 


me up.” 

This was just the kind of thing Deenie 
had often dreamed of. She nodded 
solemnly and asked, “What kind of sig- 
nal?” 

Lying down tiredly, Pete told her. 
“Nothin’ fancy. Just hoist three tin cans 
on sticks, down’t the point. Don’t look 
like a signal . . . looks like kids 
playin’.” 

“But,” Deenie objected, “that kind of 
signal they could only see in the day- 
time.” 

“That's right.” 

“But, someone might see you!” 

“Make it tonight. Boys’ll see it to- 
morrow. Pick me up tomorrow night.” 

“No!” Deenie protested. “You've got 
to go away tonight! Tomorrow I can't 
help you. I’ve got to go on a picnic all 
day! You might get worse or the Coast 
Guard might find you.” Tears came to 
Deenie’s eyes and rolled down her 
cheeks. 

“Now, now, lawyer, take it easy.” 
Pete lifted himself and awkwardly pat- 
ted her shoulder. “Told you. I'm okay. 
Besides,” he said with an assumption 
of confidence, and a cough, “tomor- 


row’s a great day ... for a getaway. 
Everybody’ll be .. . too busy... havin 
a good time .. . to think “bout me. 


“No, I know it’s not right,” Deenie 
insisted. “Please, please Pete, let me 
make the signal today. Then you'll be 
safe tonight. Please. I'll make it just 
the way you tell me!’ 

Pete shivered suddenly and, at the 
same time, wiped beads of sweat from 
his forehead. 

“Okay, lawyer. You win. Now listen— 
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Look what you and your Magic can create! 
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Tesa Joy to make cloud-light and heavenly baking powder biscuits 


with Magic. And look: this basic recipe offers you 


four delicious variations! Why not bake a batch for dinner? 


——r 
eel 


MAGIC BAKING POWDER BISCUITS 
(basic recipe) 


stry flour 


-sifted pa 
3 cups once-sifted p nel sid 


274 cups once-sifted 


(or 
Magic Baking Powder 


6 teaspoons 


34 teaspoon salt 


Vp cup chilled shortening 


1 cup milk ; 
: and salt into 

Make a 
cut in shortening finely. I we . 
add milk and mix lightly 
1ough milk to make a 
h onto 


Sift flour, Magic Baking Powder 
mixing bowl; ) 
well in dry mixture; , 
with a fork, using just ° 
soft but not sticky doug “ a 
lightly-floured board or — - 

veh ( seconds. Roll out to 3/ nye OP 
wed ith a floured 91/-inch cookie 
with < > tne 
po slightly apart, on greased 
| q hot oven, 


ce in % 
none 12 to 14 biscuits. 


Turn out doug . 
and knead lightly 


ich thickness and 
Ar- 


450°, about 





Yield -—- 


cookie sheet. 


12 minutes. 


4 Easy Variations 


Reduce shortening to 
adding milk, mix 1m l 

cheese. Brush un- | 

| 

| 

; 


CHEESE BISCUITS: 
4 cup and before 4 
~ “dd yrocess é 
oe a with milk — sprinkle 
« c ; 
wih sesame seeds when — 
ful with salads, egg dishes or jam. 


: Replace salt 

TO BISCUITS: nro 

bow ny salt and milk with Ne 
W nderful accompaniment for sataes, 

oO é t } 

cuts, fish and eggs- 


RAISIN BISCUITS: Sift %4 tea- 


1% teaspoon 


Delight- 

Another fine product 
STANDARD BRANDS LIMITE 
with 


— amon, % 
spoon ground 9 in 8 —s 
q cup gr z 

es an A 
— ote flour; betore adding milk, 
Lightly spiced and 
ious at tea time. 


sugar with the 
cup raisins. 


mix In "%4 amy toe 


delightfully su eet — 


CHILI BISCUITS: Sift Rn 
jowder with the flour; rep > ee 
ache 14, cup thick chili sauce 


} 4 nde f bla nd foods. 
186 uits do we iders for 9 1 
) 


1 teaspoon chili 
14 cup milk 









You can depend on Magic 
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Confident, Capable wie 
and Self-reliant 


Neat, trim, efficient...the RCAF Airwoman 
today wears her uniform well-and with pride - 
because she knows that hers is an 

important job in one of the many essential 
branches of modern aviation. 

She also knows that, in the RCAF, 

she can travel, form lasting friendships, 
find security, earn the same 

excellent pay as Airmen and have the 
same opportunities for advancement. 
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Why don't you find out more about 
the career advantages 

for young women 

in the RCAF. Mail this coupon 
today, or visit one of the RCAF 
Recruiting Units for full 
information. 


Airwoman Pat Collins 
RCAF Station St. Hubert, Que. 
wearing the latest summer 


dress for airwomen 


Director of Personnel Manning, 
RCAF Headquarters, Ottawa 


Please mail to me, without obligation, full particulars 
regarding enroiment requirements and opportunities 
now available for Airwomen in the RCAF 


,, 


(Please Print) 


(Surname) s (Christian Name) 


ADDRESS 


CITY PROV...... 


EDUCATION (by grade and province) 


Royal Canadian Air Force 





here’s all you gotta do. Go down’t the 
point and...” 

“I know,” Deenie cut in eagerly. “I 
find three tin cans and I put them on 
sticks in a row in the sand.” 

Pete nodded. “That's right. All there 
is to it.” He coughed heavily. 

Deenie waited till he'd gotten his 
breath, then she rather shyly held out 
her hand. 

“Good-by, Pete,” she said formally. 
"7? « it’s been nice knowing you.” 

Pete reached up his right hand and 
grasped hers tightly. “Good-by, lawyer 
— and thanks, again. I'll never forget 
you.” 

Blinking hard, Deenie turned hastily. 


DOWN AT the point by the old hotel, 
three rusty tin cans stood in a row, 
elevated on sticks. A heavy gust of 
wind shook them and they rattled tin- 
nily. 

Pete in his illness had forgotten to 
warn Deenie, and she didn’t think, to 
fill the cans with sand. Another gust of 
wind shook them. One by one, they 
toppled over and rolled away. 


“HELLO! Anybody home?” 

“Daddy!” Deenie screamed joyously, 
pushing back her chair from the supper 
table and rushing to the door. “It's 
Daddy! Daddy's home!” she added, just 
in case there was any misunderstand- 
ing. 

She hurled herself on Grae Foster's 
tall form in the doorway. He stooped 
and lifted her in a big hug. His straw 
boater was knocked askew as _ his 
daughter clasped him around the neck 
and pressed fervent kisses on him. 


“Hey, there, Deenie Wait a 
minute! Let your old man get his 
breath!” 


He put Deenie down and turned to 
drag two heavy suitcases through the 
screen door. Ry went to give him a 
hand. Amelia, in her place at the table, 
watched, smiling, while Deenie danced 
excitedly around her father 

Ellen came in from the kitchen, wip- 
ing her hands on her apron. Grae turn- 
ed to her, still smiling. 

“Hello, Ellen. Got an early train and 
caught a ride across with Jim Dimmock 
on the Coast Guard boat.” 

He leaned down to his wife and was 
presented with a cheek to kiss. Amelia 
him then bricfly peck the 
proffered cheek. He glanced over Ellen's 
head and called a friendly greeting to 
his sister-in-law. His grey eyes took in 
the remains of the meal on the table, 
and his eyebrows went up. 

“Weren't expecting 
asked Ellen 

Amelia felt a embarrassed at 
the clear import of the question, but 
Ellen answered coolly, “Yes. of course. 
But not until the evening boat, and I 
thought it would be too late for the 


rest Of us to eat Especial y after last 


Saw check, 


you me?” he 


littie 


time 

She let her voice trail off but Amelia 
saw that Grae understood an under- 
tone of meaning 

“TI see.” he said flatly. He turned to Rv. 


‘Do me a favor, Ry. if you've finish- 
ed your supper. | had to 
things down at the 
sch ’ 7 "2 + 7 
Wish you'd get them for 
me while I take a quick swim.” 


“Sure, Grae.” Ry’s 


icave some 


A box of — 


; 
GOCK 


uh, groceries 


tone was agree- 

able and Amelia saw that he was smil- 

ing at his brother-in-law with a look 

that was like the old or “real” Ry as 
Amelia termed oO herself 

And, Deenie.” Grae smiled down 


at her. “If you were to go help Ry, vou 
might find some things for tomorrow 
youre sO anxious about.” 

Pleased to be going somewhere with 
Ry, Deenie gave an instant skip to the 
door. Ry dropped a friendly hand on 
her shoulder as he followed. 


“Groceries?” Amelia j 


i > ! 
aske mi} 
@5ACQ SMiuling, 


“Well, you know,” Grae grinned at 


her. “The liquid kind you get at 
Coyle’s, if you know the password.” 

Ellen frowned and turned away. “I'l! 
get your supper.” 

“Never mind. I’m going to take a 
swim first. And have a drink, so long as 
you're not waiting for me. Then maybe 
I'll see if I can round up some of the 
gang.” Whistling with forced cheeriness, 
he disappeared upstairs, carrying his 
bags. 

Amelia looked after him with some 
speculation. Ordinarily, Grae was on 
the quiet side and rounding up a party 
the minute he got home was quite 
unlike him. She looked at her sister 
questioningly, but Ellen’s face was im- 
passive. 

Three hours later, the party was go- 


ing strong and looked as though it 
would continue that way. Everybody 


was a little “elevated” Amelia thought, 
but only Grae and Stella Hunt seemed 
really high. 

“This party’s slowing up.” Stella jump- 
ed to her feet. “Let’s put on some music 
and dance.” 

She put her glass down and went to 
the Victrola, shuffling through the pile 
of records. As Amelia watched, Grae 
went up to the young actress, twitched 
a record out of her fingers, put it on the 
Victrola and swung her into an ener- 
getic fox trot. 

Amelia, sitting in the green wicker 
rocker by the fireplace, glanced around 
the rest of the room. On the couch by 
the porch door, Ellen sat with Renee 
Austell. Ellen, after a brief glance at 
her husband and Stella Hunt, had studi- 
ously looked away, and now was keep- 
ing up a determined flow of small talk. 
To Amelia’s eye, Renee had an annoy- 
ingly sympathetic look on her face. 

Vesta and Luther Wyckoff were deep 
in a somewhat muddled discussion of 
Greek drama with Chris Carpenter. 
Vesta’s plump face was pink all over, 
and her eyes were glistening. Luther, 
small and spare, seemed sober, except 
that his unexpectedly booming voice 
was louder than usual. Chris Carpenter, 
the drama critic, was leaning back in 
his chair. He had adopted his pontifical 
manner, Amelia saw, as he enunciated 
a crushing point. 

Marcia Carpenter, glass in hand, some- 
what dreamily watched while Sascha 
Orloff, a violently Russian dancer who 
had vaguely dropped in to visit the 
Carpenters while on his way someplace 
else, practised entrechats solemnly in a 
corner by the dining-room table. 

The record ground to a finish and 


Stella promptly turned it over and 
offered herself to Grae to continue 
their dance. 

Amelia looked away from them to 


find Archie Ballou leaning against the 
mantelpiece, smiling down on her. 

“You look disturbed,” he said. 

“No,” answered. “Not exactl) 
disturbed. I'm puzzled.” Her eyes went 
back to her brother - in -law’s flushed 
face. “Grae’s acting as though he was 
drinking deliberately. As though some 
thing was making him drink.” 

“Perhaps something is,” said Archie 
quietly. 

Amelia looked up at him but before 
she could speak, Grae spun his partne! 
too hard, they both lost their balance 
and went down in a heap on the floo! 

Conversation stopped abruptly while 
everyone stared. Stella made no al 
tempt to get up, but lay, laughing up 
at Grae. Amelia glanced up and saw 
her sister’s frozen face. Before anyonc 
else moved, Archie stepped in. 

Somehow, he managed to get Stell: 
on her feet with reasonable grace anc 
Amelia had to admire the way the girl’s 
professional poise helped her carry of! 
the situation. In a high, clear voice tha 
had stage written all over it, she said 
“All this dancing’s made me absurdly 


she 
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hot. I really think I need some air.” 
Archie promptly walked with her to 
the porch door and escorted her out- 
side. 
Amelia felt herself blushing for Grae 
who had struggled up and now stood in 
the centre of the room looking exceed- 


ingly foolish. In the silence, 
Orloff moved out of his corner. 

“You should not dance,” he said to 
Grae severely. “You have not the feet 
for it.” 

Everyone laughed louder than the 
occasion demanded, and Marcia Car- 
penter caught Chris’s eye. They moved 
outside to collect their errant guest and 
the others murmured goodnights and 
followed. Amelia did not know when 
she had been more thankful to see a 
party break up. 


Sascha 


ELLEN SAT bolt upright in her bed, 
looking coldly at her husband. Her 
long brown hair, neatly braided, fell on 
either side of her face, giving her the 
look of a Madonna in an Italian primi- 
tive. Over her nightgown she wore her 
woolen robe which she had firmly fast- 
ened up to her neck. 

“I congratulate you,” she said in a 
low voice, loaded with sarcasm. “I can’t 
think when I've seen a prettier exhi- 
bition!” 

Grae took off his tie and hung it 
carefully on the rack in the closet be- 
fore he answered. 

“I know,” he said apologetically. 
“I’m sorry.” He appeared entirely sober. 

“Sorry!” Ellen said in the same tone. 
“Ts that all you can say!” 

“Look, let’s let it go, Ellen,” Grae 
cut in tiredly. “I just got a little wound 
up, and had a few extra.” 

“You get wound up, as you call it, 
too often, lately,” Ellen said. “There’s 


no excuse for it. You're a grown man 
now — not a child.” 

Grae turned to look at her, dangling 
his shirt from his hand. 

“Yes, I am a grown man,” he said 
slowly. “But I’m surprised to hear you 
mention it, Ellen.” 

“Now don’t start that,” Ellen said, 
her tone rising a little. “We were talk- 
ing about your drinking. How do you 
think I felt,” a hint of angry tears in 
her voice, “having my friends see you 
pawing a young girl, right in front of 
me?” 

“Pawing! I danced with the girl and 
we fell down. I admit it wasn’t pretty, 
but we’d both had a few too many and 
lost our balance. That's all.” 

“That's all! If Archie hadn't stepped 


in when he did, I don’t know what 
you'd have done next!” 
Grae, in pyjamas and_ bathrobe, 


stood between their twin beds and look- 
ed down at his wife. His eyes had a 
distinct glint in them. 

Ellen went on, “What kind of an ex- 
ample do you think you set for Ry. As 
if I didn’t have enough trouble with 
him already. 'm at my wits end about 
the boy, and now you... !” Ellen stop- 
ped, unable to fight back the tears any 
longer. 

The glint faded from Grae’s eyes and 
he rubbed a discouraged hand over his 
head. “Ellen, can’t you ever try to see 
anyone’s viewpoint but your own?” he 
asked. 

Ellen dashed 
looked up at him. 

“My mother brought me up to know 
right from wrong! And regardless of 
how busy you all are, trying to tell me 
how I must change with the changing 
world, I still know what's right and... 
and decent!” 


away the tears and 


“So you'll go on nagging at Ry until 
he does something we'll all regret. And 
you'll go on putting something between 
us that I don’t even know about.” 

Ellen didn’t answer but drew herself 
in, as if in distaste. “I don’t want to talk 
about it.” 

“But I do!” Grae’s voice rose and 
Ellen made a quick gesture for quiet. 
“All right,” he said irritably, but in a 
lower tone. “Just the same, we're going 
to have this out. If you don’t love me 


any more... if you want a di- 
vorce...” 

“Divorce!” Ellen echoed in a shock- 
ed tone. 

“Oh, I know. You don't believe in 


it.” He stared down at his hands. “For 
better, for worse, till death do us part,” 
he muttered. 

“Do you want a divorce? Is that it?” 
Ellen asked quickly. 

“No, I don't. | want my wife. And 
I'm sick and tired of being punished fo 
something I don’t even know I did.” 

“Oh, Grae,” Ellen’s voice was tired. 
“Don't pretend. | know about her.” 

“Her? Who?” His look was incredu- 
lous. “There isn’t any her!” 

“No girl in France? No Lise?” Ellen’s 
voice was trembling, but her eyes on 
his were steady and accusing. 

“Lise!” He was astonished. “But that 
was years ago. He stopped. “How 
could you possibly know?” 

“You told me,” Elien said simply. 

“I told you!” Grae seemed to think 
one of them had gone mad. 

“Yes,” Ellen nodded. “The night you 
went to your army reunion dinner, last 
winter.” She looked away from him 
and gripped the sheet around her tight- 
ly. “You were very drunk when you 
came home. You tried to make love to 
me but you were . awful. And you 





smelled terrible.” She shivered. “I... I 
pushed you away and you got angry. 
You told me — you boasted to me — 


about this Lise . . . ” A sob choked her 
and she stopped. 

Grae looked thoroughly startled and 
horrified. After a moment, he put out 
a tentative hand to her. “Listen, Ellen 
I'm sorry. Desperately sorry. But, why 
didn't you tell me? No matter what I 


said to you when I was drunk and 
angry — it didn’t mean anything!” 
“That doesn’t make it better,” Ellen 


said in a still voice. “It makes it worse.” 
Grae stared at her averted face 
Then he got up and stared out the win 
dow into the dark night. “I had just 
twenty-four hours leave,” he said, in a 
flat, remembering voice. “I was going 
back up into the lines ...”~ He shrug- 
ged a shoulder. “That sounded self-pity- 
ing, | guess. Forget it. Well, about Lise. 
I was lonely and and frightened. 
And she comforted me. That’s all.” 


He was silent, still staring out the 
window, his back tense as he waited 
for her answer. 


“That's all,” she repeated. “How easi 
ly you say it, Grae. But, you broke 
your vow.” 

He turned and looked at her. “I see,” 


he said, his mouth twisted. “No mitt 
gating circumstances, Judge. Just 
the sentence. And this is the way were 


going to live for good?” 

“| don’t know, Grae,” she said in a 
low voice. “I don't know...” 

“All right.” Abruptly he walked to 
the door, speaking over his shoulder 
“I suppose you've already made up my 
bed in the litthe room downstairs?” 

He didn't wait for her answer, but 
opened the door and stepped out. 


DOWN AT the point by the old hotel, 











Taste that real, homemade flavor! 


Once your family has tasted the 


richest, creamiest lemon pie ever, 
youll want to serve it often. And 
it’s so easy, when you use Jell-O 
Lemon Pie Filling. You add the 
yolks of two fresh eggs to this de- 
licious pie filling. Use the whites 


for meringue. 


















you might like to try! 
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PINEAPPLE 
LEMON MERINGUE PIE 
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assure you finest 
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Jell-O Lemon Pie Filling is so 
versatile! Here’s one suggestion 


Combine Jell-O Lemon Pie Filling, 12 
cup sugar and 4 cup water in saucepan. 
Add 2 egg yolks and blend well. Then 
add 114 cups water and 14 cup pine- 
apple juice. Cook as directed on package; 
remove from heat and fold in 24 cup 
drained, canned crushed pineapple. Cool 
5 minutes stirring once or twice and pour 
into baked 8 or 9-inch pie shell. Top 
with meringue. See recipe on package. 


Ce 


General Foods Kitchens 


Jell-O is a registered 
trademark owned in Canada 
by General Foods, Limited 
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killing me! 

Shopping ... housework . . . an average 
day on your feet can wear you out, 
Your feet are throbbing with pain... 
swollen too. The sooner you reach for 
a bottle of Absorbine Jr. the quicker 
the relief! Wonderful soothing, cooling 
Absorbine Jr. acts fast to bring relief. It 
stimulates local blood circulation and 
helps to relax those tired, aching feet. Get 
Absorbine Jr. wherever drugs are sold! 


ABSORBINE JR. 


“Soothes the pain away” 
W. F. Young, Inc., Montreal 19, P.Q. 








Subscribe to Chatelaine, and have each copy 
delivered to you in the comfort of your own 
home It's easy, it's convenient — and it 
saves you money! 
36 ISSUES FOR ONLY $3 

Write to 
Circulation Manager, ‘‘Chatelaine”’, 
481 University Ave., Toronto 2, Canada 

(This rate good only in Canada). 














Now Many Wear 


FALSE TEETH 


With More Comfort 


FASTEETH, a pleasant alkaline (non-acid) 
powder, holds false teeth more firmly. To eat 
and talk in more comfort, just sprinkle a 
little FASTEETH on your plates. No gummy, 


gooey, pasty taste or feeling. Checks “plate 
odor” (denture breath) Get FASTEETH at 
drug counters everywhere 








Specially formulated for babies! 
Breaks up phlegm—ecses wheezing. 











THE ORIGINAL J. PETERSON BABI-SITTER. 
Keep your baby near you as you work around 
the house. Ideal for travelling. Proper seat angle 
designed for feeding and comfort. Send $6.95, 
Manitoba and West .25c extra. Price includes 
postage. AQUA-CRAFT, 160 VESPRA  ST., 
BARRIE, ONT. 





Pete huddled by the broken bulwark. 
Time and again, he woke himself from 
fitful, feverish sleep to scan the empty 
water. The night wore on, but there 
was no sign of his friends. 


THE MAINSAIL fiapped lazily in the 
breeze and Deenie looked up at it 
knowledgeably. 

“It’s a good thing we've got a motor, 
too,” she said to Mike. “Otherwise, 
we'd never get to the lighthouse.” 

The schooner Betsy K was just off- 
shore on the ocean, making for the 
lighthouse. Yesterday’s wind clouds had 
disappeared completely, leaving a trans- 
lucent blue sky and a lightly tossing 
sea. At the great wheel on the pilot's 
deck, Jim Dimmock stood, trying to 
keep his mind on navigation while his 
eye continually strayed across the sun 
bathers (including the obvious form of 
Miss Stella Hunt, somnolently display- 
ing itself in a skintight Annette Keller- 
mann) to the slim form of Amelia 
Mackay, who had made herself com- 
fortable with a pillow for a back rest 
against the mainmast. 

Amelia wondered where Ry was. Idly 
she turned her head to look for him 


and her eyes encountered the intent 
gaze of Jim Dimmock. Amelia could 


feel an involuntary smile tugging at the 
corners of her mouth. 

With an unusual sensation of shy- 
ness, she turned her head away and saw 
Ry sprawled on the deck beside the 
cabin, talking in low tones with Rose. 

There had been some raised eye- 
brows, especially from Renee Austell, 
when Ry turned up with the storekeep- 
ers daughter, but Grae had gone out of 
his way to make the girl feel at home. 
He'd said later to Amelia that he won- 
dered at John Budd letting the girl out, 
since he generally kept a pretty close 
eye on her. And he also had wondered 
at Rose’s get-up which, he bet a mil- 
lion, Budd couldn't have seen. 

It was true, Amelia reflected, that 
Rose ran Stella Hunt a close second for 
tightness of suit and redness of lips, but 
the whole effect was, to her at least, of 
a rather pathetic immaturity. Ry didn’t 
appear to think so, however, for his 
head was close to Rose’s as they talked, 
and he seemed to watch with apprecia- 
tion when the girl moved her position 
with a kind of deliberate provocation. 
Amelia wondered whether Ry was as 
indifferent to Rose as he had indicated 
in their little talk on the boardwalk, 
and she felt a slight uneasiness. 

The picnic was eaten on the wide 
beach, almost in the shadow of the tall 
black - and - white - striped —_ lighthouse. 
And, after everyone, even Deenie and 
Mike, was replete, there was a short 
pause for recovery. The adults discuss- 
ed who would make the climb up the 
lighthouse and who would rest on the 
sands or swim, when the prescribed 
hour-after-the-meal was over. 

Amelia, looking out at the schooner, 
suddenly thought how peaceful it seem- 
ed, riding at anchor on the gentle 
swell, and decided to go back in the 
dingy. 

Her announcement caused a quick 
switch in Jim’s plans and, in a hurried 
aside to his partner, young Eph Pear- 
sall, he arranged to take the dingy back, 
while Eph took charge of the light- 
house party. Eph was a gawky twenty- 
one-year-old, with a large Adam’s apple 
and a clownish sense of humor. Jim, 
good-naturedly but firmly, ignored the 
knowing glint in Eph’s eyes and fore- 
stalled the inevitable witticism by nim- 
bly leaping into the dingy and handing 
Amelia in. 


AMELIA WAS glad to be able to get 
away. She did not know how to answer 
when Renee asked with solicitude what 
was the real reason Ellen had not come 
along, and Amelia blessed Vesta who 
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cut in with her usual cheerful brusque- 
ness to say that Amelia was keeping 
Jim waiting. For a moment, Amelia 
was afraid Renee would offer to keep 
her company, but Archie claimed the 
widow’s attention at this point, asking 
her to stay with him, as he had no 
head for heights. Amelia noticed with 
some surprise how pleased Renee look- 
ed and how instantly she accepted 
Archie’s suggestion. 

Mike and Deenie scampered ahead of 
the climbers. Luther Wyckoff, Sascha, 
the Carpenters, Ry and Rose, Stella 
Hunt and Grae, made up the group, 
with Eph Pearsall performing the intro- 
ductions and obtaining the necessary 
permission from the captain in charge 
of the light. 

With her foot on the first step of the 
narrow iron circular stairs, Deenie 
looked up. The whitewashed walls rose 
straight up around her to a dizzying 
height and she hastily lowered her 
head, deciding it would be best just to 
look at her feet as she climbed. 

Up and up they went, pausing now 
and then to get their breath. 

They reached the top at last and 
stepped into a round room containing 


the huge, revolving beacon, quietly 
sleeping its daytime hours away. 
Above the whitewashed wall, some 


three and a half feet high, the room 
was glass-enclosed and Deenie was just 
tall enough to rest her arms on the 
ledge of the wall and gaze out. 

“Look, Daddy, there’s Bayberry,” she 
pointed. “All of it, all at once. It’s like 
magic, isn’t it?” 

Daughter and father stood together 
gazing out, absorbed in the view. 

On the Betsy K, Amelia and Jim stow- 
ed away the remaining food by the re- 
maining ice, and sat down, side by side 
on the deck, their backs to the cabin 
wall. 


“How long are you staying?” he 
asked. 

“I don't know,” Amelia told him. 
“I'm supposed to be recuperating. I 


caught scarlet fever from one of my 
pupils. Hence . .. ~ she ran a hand 
through her short curls and laughed up 
at him. 

“I like your hair that way,” he said 
firmly. “But it doesn’t make you look 
very much like a schoolteacher.” 

“Thank goodness for that!” Amelia 
laughed and, unable to resist her curi- 





osity, asked, “I hope you don’t mind 
my asking, but are you a permanent 
Coast Guard?” 

“Well, I'm a regular, if that’s what 
you mean.” 

“Do you like it?” 

“Oh, yes.” Jim shrugged. “I didn't 
know what to do with myself when I 
got out of the army. So I landed here, 
as a kind of breathing spell. 

Amelia nodded. “Don’t you ever get 
bored? It seems such a quiet kind of 
life.” 

He smiled a little. “Things have been 
picking up lately, since the rumrunners 
started carrying guns.” 

“Oh, that’s right! I heard you were 
after one who escaped the other night. 
Did you catch him?” 

Jim shook his head. “No, I guess he 
drowned. Or maybe got away, after 
all.” 

Amelia frowned, gazing out at the 
peaceful, shining sea. “It’s funny. It 
seems so hard to believe. Violence 
seems far away from Bayberry.” 

“IT hope so,” Jim said soberly. 


ON THE SAIL home, everyone was 
tired and quiet. Jim allowed Mike and 
Deenie a chance each to steer in the 
inner channel. Amelia sat beside the 
big wheel, absently watching the water 
Behind the wheel, Jim, too, was silent, 
only glancing down now and again at 
the yellow curls beside him. 

Suddenly, the peaceful ship was 
startled by a sliding thud and a shrill 
scream. Instantly, Jim called Eph to 
take the wheel. He jumped to the cabin 
deck with Amelia following as quickly 
as she could down the companionway. 

By the time Amelia caught up with 
Jim on the forward deck, he and Sascha 
and Ry were helping Rose Budd to her 
feet. She was shaken and a little pale 
and had evidently sprained her wrist. 

Jim insisted on binding it, although 
Rose rather bravely, Amelia thought, 
pooh-poohed the hurt. 

“What happened?” Jim wanted to 
know as he bound the girl’s wrist. 

“I don’t know.” Rose was vague. “I 
. . . I must've fallen asleep on the top 
of the cabin and rolled off when the 
boat rolled.” 

Amelia thought this sounded plausible 
enough, but she wondered why Rose’s 
eyes flicked so nervously from face to 
face around her. It was almost as if the 
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girl were lying and was afraid someone 
would challenge her to her face. 


THE SMALL, square building that was 
the Bayberry Beach Yacht Club was 
festooned with lanterns and from the 
windows of the club the music of the 
five-piece college band floated into the 
starry night. 

Deenie, along with other children, 
had been sent up to the big room over 
the main clubroom. It had been fixed 
up as a dormitory with camp cots lin- 
ing the walls. But she couldn't sleep. 
She crept to the top of the stairs and, 
drawing her sweater down over her 
knees, sat on the dark top step to watch 
the grownups dancing. 

Her mother, looking beautiful in an 
Alice Blue lace dress, passed by with 
Chris Carpenter and, it seemed to 
Deenie, Mother looked sort of worried 
and unhappy. 

Daddy was dancing slowly with that 
strange-looking Miss Hunt. She had her 
head on Daddy’s shoulder and seemed 
very close to him, Deenie thought, dis- 
approvingly. Daddy did not seem to be 
paying much attention to her, though, 
for Deenie thought she could see his 
eyes following Mother. 

Several other couples came by and 
then came Aunt Amelia. Her dress was 
pale-green chiffon with a silvery under- 
skirt. She was dancing with Jim Dim- 
mock and Deenie thought it was very 
romantic the way his dark, sleek head 
bent over Aunt Amelia’s yellow curls. 

Just after them came Ry and Rose 
Budd, and Deenie put her hand to her 
mouth to keep back a giggle. Rose had 
on the vampiest dress, with a skirt of 
beaded spangles and a rhinestone band 
round her dark red hair. And she wore 
a rhinestone bracelet on her left wrist 
to conceal the bandage that was still 
around it from her fall on the boat. 
She held the wrist in the air in what 
Deenie recognized as a_ showing-off 
fashion. Ry looked annoyed and reach- 
ed up to take the floating hand in his 
own, but Rose snatched it away with 
an unconvincing cry of pain. Ry, flush- 
ing and looking grimmer, tried to hold 
Rose more tightly but she gave him a 
quick, impatient shove and walked 
away, leaving him looking angry and 
foolish on the edge of the dancers. 

Deenie was not the only one to see 
the incident. Amelia, still dancing with 
Jim, saw the whole thing. She mur- 
mured an excuse to Jim, but before 
she could get to Ry, Ellen had left her 
partner, taken Ry by the arm and led 
him up to Frances Carpenter, who was 
sitting out happily enough with Archie 
Ballou who never danced. Ellen took 
Frances’ hand and led the now shy, 
reluctant girl up to Ry. 

Ry looked from the embarrassed girl 
to his smiling and authoritative sister. 
Without speaking, he put his arm 
around Frances and danced stiffly off 
with her. But Amelia caught the look 
he cast back over his shoulder at Ellen. 
It wasn't pretty. 

Deenie, seeing the whole thing from 
above, just had time to whip into her 
cot before her mother, her mouth set 
in the way it was so often lately, ap- 
peared up the stairs to take her home. 

After Ellen had left with Deenie, 
Amelia kept her eyes open for Ry. In 
the process, she saw Grae and Stella 
go outside together several times, each 
time returning a little more suspiciously 
exuberant. Amelia saw with annoyance 
that she was not the only one to see 
Grae’s attentions to the girl. 

Amelia also saw Rose several times, 
once dancing with that nice boy from 
the ferry boat and once sitting out with 
Archie Ballou. Then Jim suggested that 
the room was warm and that they go 
outside, so Amelia did not see Rose 
again until later. The orchestra was 
playing a tango and everyone was stand- 
ing around the edge of the room, 
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watching Rose do an exhibition dance 
with Sascha Orloff. 

Amelia saw at once that Sascha was 
making fun of the girl, burlesquing 
her movie version of the tango. But 
Rose seemed totally unaware of being 
anything but admired. Her eyes were 
happily closed as she dipped back over 
Sascha’s arm at a dramatic angle. A 
little ripple of laughter went around 
the room and Ry, looking grim, stepped 
forward and tapped Sascha’s shoulder. 
Smiling, Sascha started to yield his part- 
ner, but Rose opened her eyes and 
straightened angrily. 

“Leave me be, can’t you?” she snap- 
ped at Ry. 

“Look, Rose,” Ry muttered, “if you 
can't see what you look like dancing 
that way, I can 

Rose looked for a moment as though 
she might literally spit in his face. 
There was color in her usually pale 
cheeks and her green eyes glittered. 
But after a moment, she smiled pro- 
vocatively, put a hand on a thrust-out 
hip and said with loud cheekiness, 
“Beat it, Buster Brown! Kids like you 
bore me!” She swayed toward Sascha. 

Ry’s fists clenched and Amelia, as 
well as the whole watching room, 
thought he was going to strike, but he 
kept his hands down and, simultaneous- 
ly, Grae and Archie came between 
them. Archie took the girl by the arm 
and firmly led her away. Grae put a 
friendly hand on Ry’s shoulder which 
the boy instantly shrugged off and, 
without speaking, walked out of the 
club. 

The next glimpse Amelia had of Rose 
was of her coming down the stairs, 
wearing a dreadful pink taffeta wrap. 
Amelia did not see her leave. 

Nor did she see Ry again that night. 


JIM DIMMOCK opened the door to 
Budd’s store at eight o’clock the next 
morning. The store bell jangled and 
John Budd looked up from his position 
behind the counter where he'd been 
lettering out a list with a stumpy pen- 
cil. He grunted something that might 
have been a greeting to Jim, but be- 
fore waiting on him, he turned his head 
to the door that led upstairs to the 
Budd living quarters and bellowed, “I 
ain't waitin’ no longer, Nellie! Get Rose 
down here!” 

Nellie Budd came to the foot of the 
stairs. Her thin hands were clasped 
tightly together and she blinked ner- 
vously at her husband. 

“Rose can't come down this morn- 
ing, John. She’s . . . she’s sick!” 

“Sick!” John Budd mimicked. He 
lowered his head and hunched his big 
shoulders. “I'll show her who's sick, 
when there’s work to be done. Get her 
down here!” 

“Just let me have my cigarettes, will 
you, Mr. Budd?” Jim asked, anxious to 
get away. 

Absently, his eyes still on his wife 
cringing in the doorway, Budd handed 
out the cigarettes and accepted Jim's 
money. 

“Thanks,” Jim said to inattentive 
ears and left the shop as quickly as he 
could, but not before he heard Mrs. 
Budd's frightened whimper. 

“No, John! You can't go up. Rose is 
sick, really sick. Leave her alone!” 

Jim made a face of distaste to him- 
self and walked quickly out of ear- 
shot. He wanted to hear no more 
sounds from the Budd store. 


“IT’S THE strangest thing,” Ellen call- 
ed in from the kitchen. “I can't find 
that knife with the red handle any- 
where! Has anyone seen it?” 

“No, I haven't,” Amelia called back, 
putting napkins around the table, while 
Deenie got the silver for breakfast 
from the sideboard. “Shall I help you 
look?” Continued on page 105 
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Many sincere people regard the Bible 
as the sole authority for Christian belief. 

And they reject the teachings of the 
age-old Catholic Church because these 
teachings and forms of Catholic worship 
are not mentioned by name in Holy 
Scripture. 

“Where,” some will ask, “does the 
Bible say anything about the Mass or 
Purgatory? And how about confession 
to a priest, praying to Mary, and those 
seven Sacraments you Catholics talk 
about? They're not in MY Bible.” 

Although everything contained in the 
Bible is true, yet the Bible is not the 
sole source of all truth. For example, 
we know that Christ established His 
Church. .. that the Church existed long 
before the Bible was completed ... that 
millions lived and died in the Savior's 
truth without ever having seen a Bible. 

But we are willing to set aside these 
historical truths for the moment and 
judge Catholic beliefs and practices 
by the Bible. 

Take first, for instance, the fact that 
the Bible does not mention the Mass 
or purgatory by name. Well, neither 
does it mention the word Bible by 
name. Furthermore, nowhere within its 
covers is it stated what are the writ- 
ings which contain the inspired Word 
of God. The only authority you have 
for this is the word of the Catholic 
Church, which preserved and collected 
the Scriptural writings and put them 
between the covers of a book. 

The word “Sacrament,” meaning a 
sacred rite, is not used anywhere in the 
Bible. But Holy Scripture does make 
clear the sacredness of such Catholic 
rites as Baptism, Confirmation, the 
Eucharist, Matrimony, Penance, the 
Last Anointing, and Holy Orders, the 
latter rite being the deputizing of the 
successors to the Apostles. 

The Sacraments were in possession 
of the Church and in daily use before 
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a single line of the new Testament was 
written. People were being received into 
the Church by Baptism long before 
there was a New Testament. They were 
receiving Confirmation, were being 
married according to Christ's teaching, 
and praying over and anointing the 
dangerously sick. 

Christ definitely did establish His 
Church. He did deputize His Apostles, 
and their successors, to continue His 
teaching. He did promise that His 
Church would endure forever, and could 
not fall into error. But He never did 
say: “All My teachings shall be in a 
book. Read and believe nothing else.” 

We will send you free, in a plain 
wrapper, an interesting pamphlet ex- 
plaining the Catholic teaching on the 
Sacraments, Purgatory, why Catholics 
do not eat meat on Friday, why we call 
it the Catholic Church instead of 
“Roman” Catholic. And nobody will 
call on you. Write today for Pamphlet 
No. CH-28. 
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Cross, 
Fretty Baby 


If baby is cross or fretty, it is usually a 
sign that something in his or her little 
system is “out of order’. And in many 
cases, mild, gentle Baby's Own Tablets can 
promptly “put it right’. That's the reason 
more and more modern mothers keep Baby's 
Own Tablets on hand for instant use when 
minor ailments, colic and upsets, due to need 
of a corrective, cause baby to be fretful 
feverish and restless Clinically and time 
tested, Baby's Own Tablets are thoroughly 
dependable. Just see for yourself how quick 
ly these easy-to-take sweet-tasting little 
tablets have baby feeling happy and com- 
fortable again. Ask your doctor about them. 





Get a package at your druggist. 
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Check-up on a Pin-up! 


This busy little person has passed 
her ‘physical’? with smiles all 
around! No wonder—she’s a 
Farmer’s Wife baby. Her doctor pre- 
scribed one of the Farmer’s Wife 
Infant Formula Milks— Whole, 
Partly Skimmed or Skimmed—be- 
cause so many small patients show 
steady weight gains and few feeding 
upsets on these specialized baby 
milks. Her mother approves of 
Farmer’s Wife Milks because they 
have Vitamin D added, and they’re 
so easy to prepare into accurate 
feedings. 


Speaking of easy—the two new 
Farmer's Wife Instant Prepared 
Formulas are ready for baby’s bottle 
the instant boiled water is added! 
They already contain the necessary 
sugar. And they’re the only evapor- 
ated milk product with Vitamin C 


so essential for the prevention of 


scurvy, 

Ask your doctor to prescribe the 
Farmer’s Wife Instant Formula Milk 
best suited to your baby. Available 
at all grocery and drug stores, in 
easy-opening tins. Buy the best and 
be sure! 


Farmer's Wife 


PRESCRIBED BY MANY DOCTORS—APPROVED BY WISE MOTHERS 
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Being a grandparent 
can be fun 


But you may have a few things to learn if 


the three-generations team is to be a happy one 


BY MARGUERITE W. BROWN 


Institute of Child Study, 


@ It should be fun to be a grand- 
parent — but it isn’t always. It is not 
fun when parents and grandparents 
have such different ideas about bring- 
ing up children that arguments cloud 
what could be bright visits. Nor is it 
fun if grandparents are unable to meet 
the children on some common level 
that permits pleasure and satisfaction. 
It is also trying when two families 
live at a distance, so that when visits 
do octur, attempts are made to crowd 
too much into too little time. 

Even so, being a grandparent offers 
many joys and satisfactions. But, like 
any other interest that is rewarding, 
it demands thought, effort and skill. 

Lydia Milton was a grandmother 
who discovered this. She lived in the 
same city as her daughter Helen, the 
mother of three children. On visits to 
the young couple’s home Mrs. Milton 
would say such things as: “You 
should punish Peter. He was very 
saucy when I told him to come in and 
put on a sweater.” “Why don’t you 


make Nancy mind? She's getting im- 
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possible.” “Really, Helen, the table 
manners of your children are awful. 
I don’t see how you can put up with 
such messiness.” 

On one visit, after much criticism, 
Helen became angry—so angry that 
her mother left in a huff. On the way 
home, Mrs. Milton fait sorry for her- 
self. “How could she talk to me like 
that?” she thought. “I'm only trying 
to help. What’s happened between me 
and my baby Helen?” The word 
“baby” rang in her ears. Gradually 
realization came to her. Helen was no 
longer a baby, but a grown woman, 
carrying on her job and making no 
more mistakes than many young 


parents make. 


How grandmother can share 


Lydia Milton began to see that her 
Own unwillingness to let Helen con- 
trol the children, her own interfer- 
ence, stood between her and the en- 
joyment of the young family. When 


she was able to make it clear that the 


































































What's best 
for Baby 


by Ruth Parsons 
HEINZ BABY COUNSELLOR 


Sweet dreams after a happy play- 
time...and a playtime among 
toys you have chosen with imag- 
ination! 

Colour and Clatter Playmates 


Small babies love bright colours 
and merry noises. So your baby’s 
very first toy could well be a string 
of gay coloured balls and jingly 
bells strung across his carriage 
or crib 





Soon you can bring him the fasci- 
nation of rattles he can grasp, 
shake, and make baby-music with. 
A smooth wooden spoon—and 
the play-pen floor to drum on— 
willshow you how simple the most 
suitable toys can be. 

Offer the Joys of Variety 

Change your baby’s toys about, 
and their appeal will be ever-new. 
Variety is to every baby’s taste 
—and that’s true of foods, too. 
Are you brightening your baby’s 
mealtimes with all seven Heinz 
Baby Cereals? So smooth they 
mix in 7!4 seconds to the creamy, 
even texture your baby likes best. 
Serve Heinz Baby Cereals and 
see how lively your baby’s interest 
in cereals grows! 

Make him Chief Engineer! 
Watch for the time when a colour- 
ful set of blocks can begin to offer 
its exciting challenge. 
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At first your baby will turn them 
roundabout... then knock two 
together . . . then build tall towers 
and wobbly bridges. Down they’I! 
tumble, and up again will rise the 
proud achievements of the busiest 
little imagination in the world. 






Heinz Infantsoy for growth 

Be sure to serve your baby the top- 
protein cereal—mild, delicious 
Infantsoy. This is, above all, the 
cereal that helps your baby grow 
strong and sturdy. Like the other 
fine Heinz Baby Cereals, it mixes 
creamy-smooth in seconds. 


Free! 


FOR MOTHERS -TO-BE 
A valuable 24-page booklet on how 
to prepare for baby. New and prac- 
tical ideas by the score! Write for 
your free copy of “Ladies in Wait- 
ing” to Ruth Parsons, Heinz Baby 
Foods, Leamington, Ontario. 





Your heart fills with love 


Your baby sleeps next to your heart. The 
moment is touched with magic. How well 
you guard his trust in you... with comfort, 
with loving care, with the special goodness 


of Heinz Baby Foods. 
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THE GOOD THEY DO NOW-—LASTS A LIFETIME 
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Cream hair away the be: eutifat way 
with new baby-pink, sweet-smelling Neet—you'll never have a trace oui 
nasty razor stubble! A/ways to neaten underarms, everytime to smooth | 


legs to new smoother beauty, and next time for that faint downy 

fuzz on the face. why not consider Neet? aug see 
Goes down deep where no razor can reach 

to cream hair away the beautiful way. 
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STAINS 





1s amazing new stain remover, with the popular 
ne or ne cator, safely and quickly removes such 
common stains as 
INK RUST NAIL POLISH 
FOOD PAINT LIPSTICK 
SOIL GREASE BLOOD 
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Look for ROLLAWAY in the “roll-on” container at your 
favorite store. 
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Dry Skin @:s> 
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Official Medical Journal reports : Campana oa 
Baim protects skin better than any lotion tested 
including preparations containing silicones or 
lanolin. Helps chapped hands heal faster. Softens 
rough hands better. Protects against detergents. 
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reins of authority were in Helen's 
hands, visits. became pleasanter for 
everyone. 

Noninterference can, of course, be 
carried to the extreme of nonpartici- 
pation. “Don’t let them ever ask me 
to baby-sit,” said one grandmother. 
“I've brought up my family. Let them 
do the same.” One thing we can be 
sure about is that our grandchildren 
will not like us merely because we 
are their grandparents. Affection 
grows through sharing mutually en- 
joyable experiences. Many grand- 
parents find baby-sitting rewarding. 
But it is, after all, only one way of 
getting to know the children. There 
are many others. 

The interest of the very young child 
is so easily engaged. Is there a grand- 
mother anywhere who has not found 
that the contents of her purse in- 
trigue a tiny girl? Or that the pro- 
posal of a walk does not send the 
toddler to the front door? Yet in such 
simple ways the child builds up the 
association of “Granny: fun.” 

Almost any kind of outing will 
appeal — providing, of course, that 
grandparent and child are already on 
good terms. A meal out, a trip down- 
town, a picnic, a visit to the zoo or to 
see trains or boats. Even going to the 
barber’s can be made an excursion. 

One of the most difficult situations 
to meet successfully is an extended 
visit of the young family to the home 
of the grandparents living at a dis- 
tance. Because of the distance, the 
children do not know their grand- 
parents, although “picture-letters” and 
gifts, as well as stories told by the 
parents, may facilitate getting ac- 
quainted. Even so there will be less 
disappointment if the grandparents 
remember that while they have felt 
warmly toward the children from 
birth, it may take time and associa- 
tion before the feeling is fully re- 
ciprocated. 

To prepare for the visit some neces- 
sary adjustments may be to clear space 
in the kitchen, buy toys, supplies or 
equipment to keep the children busy. 
Perhaps grandfather will put up a 
swing in the garden. Oilcloth may be 
bought to catch drips from paints or 
soap bubbles. 

If the mother has sent ahead a list 
of the foods most generally eaten, of 
the meal and bed times, the confusion 
of the arrival will be lessened. In ad- 
dition, if the individual characteristics 
of the children have been pointed out, 
things will go more smoothly. Granny 


will not rush Tommy because she has 
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been warned that he makes friends 
slowly. She will not be upset should 
Carol throw a temper tantrum, know 
ing that too much excitement causes 
this kind of behavior in this particular 
child. 


The more the needs of the children 
are met with understanding, the more 
they will enjoy being at granny’s 
and hence the more they will enjoy 
granny herself. The need for food, 
rest and play, partly considered in 
advance, will be met as the days go 
by. The need for stability will be met 
by mother and grandmother agreeing 
on the rules to be followed for the 
visit. The rules may not be precisely 
those used at home. Granny will, of 
course, support her daughter in all 
the little points of discipline; but the 
daughter will help the children to re 
spect granny’s needs, and to accept 
the fact that in this house we do 


things a little differently. 


(sranny\ too. has needs 


All this is important in laying the 
groundwork for a pleasant visit, but 
the chief concern is for granny and 
the children to become better ac 
quainted. This may occur as granny 
helps with the bath, or finds some- 
thing for the children to do in the 
kitchen as she goes about her work. It 
may be done by telling stories, or by 
working with a child on some project 
It may be a short excursion with only 
one child, when the two can com 
fortably talk together. 

The skill of grandparenthood in 
creases as One cultivates an alertness 
to each individual child, taking ad- 
vantage of what he needs at the mo 
ment, whether this be attention, com 
fort, stimulation or merely something 
to do. It helps, too, if one is alert to 
the needs of the mother. Thus, if her 
need is to be alone with the children 
or with her husband, granny remem- 
bers that she has an errand to do. She 
may discover that she, too, has needs, 
one of which may be to get away 
briefly from the unaccustomed con- 
fusion. 

It would seem that to become a 
good grandparent one must know 
what the job entails and put effort 
into it. Remembering one’s own asso- 
ciation with grandparents sometimes 
helps. But with changing conditions it 
is often necessary to be imaginative 
and proceed as though this were a 
fresh job. There are skills to be learn- 
ed, but the mastering of them brings 


enormous returns. END 
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Continued from page 101 


“No, Ill use this other one now,” 
Ellen said. “After breakfast Deenie will 
look. She’s always very good at finding 
things I’ve lost.” 

Deenie’s heart was skipping guiltily 
and she dumped the silver loudly on the 
table to cover her confusion. 

“Don’t make so much noise, Deenie.” 
Amelia said with a laugh. “Your father 
and Ry are still sleeping.” 

Ellen came in with a platter of 
scrambled eggs. “Don’t worry,” she 
said dryly. “The last trumpet might 
wake those two, this morning, but I 
doubt it. You got in before them, 
Melie, and that was late enough. { hope 
you had a good time?” 

Deenie didn’t hear her aunt’s an- 
swer. She was too busy trying to re- 
member where Pete might have left her 
mother’s missing knife. 


IT WAS a little past ten o'clock when 
she climbed through the familiar win- 
dow at the old hotel. Deenie decided 
that Pete could only have left the knife 
in the room he’d stayed in—or in that 
place in the bullrushes. And, Deenie 
decided, when she found the knife, 
she’d simply put it at the back of a 
kitchen drawer and discover it there 
later. Perhaps it wasn’t exactly honest, 
but it wasn’t exactly lying, either. 

She trotted down the hallway. She 
turned into the open doorway of Pete’s 
room—and stopped. 

Someone was on the bed. 

Someone—not Pete. 

Someone lying very still. 

Frightened, but urged by a strange 
pull, Deenie took another slow step 
into the room. And now she could see 
what was on the bed. 

She opened her mouth but no scream 
came. She stood staring for one fright- 
ened minute and then gulping and sob- 
bing dryly deep in her throat, she turn- 
ed and ran wildly back down the hall 
and scrambled through the window. 

Her whole being was frantically try- 
ing to put as much distance as possible 
between herself and those dreadful 
staring eyes—that wide-open senseless- 
ly laughing mouth with the red gap 
that had been a throat beneath it. And 
the blood . . . the blood all over the 
bed and dripping on the floor... 


AMELIA WAS sweeping the ever- 
gathering sand out of the living room 
while Ellen, silently disapproving, made 
breakfast for Ry and Grae. Both of 
them, Amelia noted without saying 
anything, looked rather pale. 

Deenie flung open the screen door 
and burst into the room. She opened 
her mouth to speak but, instead, she 
was suddenly, violently sick. 

“Deenie!” Amelia’s broom fell from 
her hand. Grae’s coffee cup clattered 
in the saucer as both of them rushed 
to the child. 

Ellen came running in from the 
kitchen. 

“What is it? What's the matter?” 
Then taking in at least the physical 
aspects of the situation, she ran to her 
child and picked her up. 

“Get a basin,” she commanded and, 
moving effortfully, for Deenie was 


heavy in her arms, she carried her out 
of the room. 

Grae hurriedly fetched a basin and 
disappeared with it upstairs. Ry and 
Amelia looked at each other in worried 
astonishment. From upstairs, they could 
hear a kind of exhausted sobbing. Pres- 
ently, they heard the door open and 
Ellen called, “Amelia, would you get 
the thermometer for me, please?” 

Amelia turned to Ry. “Where is it?” 

“In the medicine chest. I'll show 
you. 

They went upstairs to the bathroom 
and Ry got out the thermometer and 
handed it to Amelia. He stood behind 
her, as she opened the door to Deenie’s 
room. 

Deenie was lying on the bed with 
one hand convulsively clasping her 
mother’s and the other holding on to 
her father. Ellen and Grae were look- 
ing at each other, in worried commu- 
nion, over their child’s head. 

Deenie was white to the lips and 
she shook spasmodically, like a fright- 
ened puppy. Ellen took the thermom- 
eter and tried to put it in Deenie’s 
mouth but Deenie shook her head and 
turned her face away. 

“Tm not sick,” she whispered, even 
while a new spasm shook her. “I've got 
to tell you something.” She turned 
back, her eyes enormous in her white 
face. 

“Daddy,” she said, pulling at him. 
“Lean down. I have to whisper.” 

Grae leaned over and Deenie put her 
arm tight around his neck to pull him 
closer. She whispered something in his 
ear and Grae jerked. He pulled back, 
his face shocked. He shook his head. 

“No, Deenie, no! You're imagining it!” 

Deenie shook her head fiercely and 
pulled him down to whisper once 
again. 

Once more Grae straightened up. 
This time his face was white, too. 

“All right, baby,” he said. “We'll 
take care of it. But you stop thinking 
about it now. It’s going to be all right, 
you'll see.” He patted her. “Will you 
stay with Aunt Amelia while I speak to 
Mother a minute?” 

Deenie nodded and Grae and Ellen 
went out into the hall. When Ellen re- 
turned, she was as shaken as Grae, but 
she said only, “Ill stay with Deenie 
You go on down to Grae.” 

Amelia got downstairs in time to 
see Ry running down the boardwalk. 
He seemed to be moving with a kind of 
driving speed. 

Grae was lighting a cigarette with 
hands that shook. “I’ve sent Ry for 
Bob Schneider and Captain Plunkett,” 
he said in a queer, flat voice. “Deenie 
thinks she’s seen something down at 
the old hotel. It sounds crazy to me— 
but she seems to be sure. And she cer- 
tainly had a bad shock of some kind.” 

“But what is it? What has Deenie 
seen?” Amelia demanded. 

“She thinks she saw Rose Budd .. . 
dead.” He paused. “I gather she means 
... murdered.” 


TO BE CONCLUDED IN THE NEXT ISSUI 
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Here’s beauty insurance for your wave. It’s new Woodbury Shampoo with 
an exclusive curl-keeping ingredient that actually pro/ongs the life of your 
permanent. Woodbury gives you a prettier set, because it discourages 
expensive curl wash-out. Curls stay lively and manageable week after 
week, wash after wash. Another plus—Woodbury’s rich, foaming lather 
gets hair rea//y clean without dryness or shine-stopping film. It rinses out 
completely and easily, leaves hair shimmering with highlights. Take the 
best care of your hair and your permanent—ask for Woodbury Shampoo 
in the big 49¢ size or the economical 69¢ size. 


WOODBURY SHAMPOO 
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Footnote to Christmas: Readers write with mild indignation that they 


saw stars—but the wrong stars—on our Christmas cover . . 


. Gordon 


Woodward’s |The Woolen Gloves| prose and our spelling get a stern 
appraisal . . . And we discover life with Chatelaine is wonderful. 


The case of the glamorous hamburger 


@ To say the least, the story of the 
Tempietons [They'd Rather Not Be 
TV's Most Glamorous Couple, by 
Christina McCall] is in poor taste for 
your Christmas number. Why try to 
glamorize divorce? They would be 
more at home in Hollywood. 

\ E. M. Allan, Hamilton. 





What absurd things editors can do: 
you choose for an article on a glam- 
orous marriage two people who were 
not equal to holding their first mar- 
riages together; you interview them 
three months after the second matri 
monial adventure, and end the glam- 
orous story with husband and wife 
having hamburgers for dinner at a 
Tastee Freez. 

Rev. W. E. Donnelly, Winnipeg. 


Whom does Templeton think he is kid- 
ding? No one without a star fixation 
would allow us all to parade right into 
their bedroom. 

Ruth Forrester, Thornhill, Ont. 


Please let’s not have any more drivel 
such as this. Mr. Templeton would 
never be content out of the limelight. 

Lois E. Whitehead, Toronto. 


Why don’t you give us serious-minded 
reports of interiors with such people 
as Dr. Angus MacQueen, moderator 
of the United Church of Canada, 
or the Anglican bishop? Of course, 
Charles Templeton and his pretty wife 
are adorable — but what are they do- 
ing to make the world better? 

Mrs. Frank Thomas, Petitcodiac, N.B. 


Christina McCall did not mention 
where Charles Templeton was from in 
her fine story. When he broadcast my 
story on “the famous sons of Sas- 
katchewan” on his radio program he 
concluded with a great punch line: 
“If you will pardon a modest mention, 
I too am from Regina, Saskatchewan.” 
Templeton spent the first twelve years 
of his life there. 


Stan Obodiac, Toronto. 


Wrong star for Christmas? 


Why couldn’t you have given us a 
Christmas cover instead of two TV 
stars (so-called) on the front and a 
dyed-haired lady on the back? What 
about His star? 

Mrs. H. Daran, Flin Flon, Man. 


Here we are, in Canada, with the most 
Christmaslike scenery in the whole 
world—snow, spruce trees, just every- 
thing for a beautiful Christmas pic- 
ture — and you put two TV stars on 
the front of your magazine! 

Mrs. W.J. Davidson, Hamilton. 


The 





That poor little overworked word 
“and” must have been  frightfully 
weary by the time Gordon Woodward 
finished writing The Woolen Gloves 
[December]. In one sentence I counted 
eight “ands.” We were taught in school 
never to use more than one “and” in 
a sentence, and never to start a sen- 
tence with “and.” To me, the extra 
“ands” are just as boring as they were 
in my school days. Am I old-fashioned? 

Mary Tobler, Patricia, Alta. 


Some of our greatest authors [e.g. 
James Joyce, William Faulkner| would 
never pass a grade-school composition 
test. Perhaps breaking some of the 
rules is what makes language live and 
grow. —The Editors. 


In this day of the “progressive method” 
of teaching, spelling mistakes amongst 
children are common enough, but 
when our leading magazine for wom- 
en carries a few gross errors — well! 
Such as the spelling of “woolen,” in 
The Woolen Gloves, and an advertise- 
ment speaking of hair “color.” Tut, 
tut. Heaven forbid the wee ones get 
the impression that proper spelling is 
“old-fashioned.” 


Mrs. James N. Curry, Rose Lynn, Alta. 


On this continent, at least, “u’’ — and 
sometimes “Il” — have lost the battle. 
Webster prefers “color” and “woolen.” 


—The Editors. 


How Cyrus cased Castro 


Cyrus Eaton’s comments [It’s Your 
World, November] showed him up, 
but properly. His estimate of Fidel 
Castro is nothing but balanced casuis- 
try. Fortunately there are a minority 


of Cyrus Eatons, with his cutting re- 
marks on J. Edgar Hoover, whose de- 
partment [FBI] is internationally re- 


spected. 
Miss B. Clarke, Edmonton. 


It's a wonderful life 


I am glad I renewed my subscription 
to CHATELAINE, one gets such a picture 
of how the other half lives, comparing 
the wonderful ending to your story, 
The Child Who Adopted Me [What's 
Happened to Lorie, September] and 
the almost useless life of Barbara Ann 
Scott [September]. 

Mrs. E. D. Pigott, Victoria. 


In defense of Kate 


A legion should rise in defense of 
Kate Aitken [What’s New in the Arts, 
October]. Our beautiful Kate has been 
my chief household god for many 
years. Open House is a good meaty 
program, too; and Anna [Cameron] 


as gracious a hostess in her way as 
Kate was, and I bet she would be the 
first to acknowledge it. 

Lena E. Matthewson, Saskatoon. 


Volunteering in Edmonton 


The article [What’s Your Line in 
Volunteer Jobs? By Gloria Fulton, 
January] is excellent, but we would 
like to point out the following in re- 
gard to the Alberta Girls’ Institute 
mentioned on page 24: Last winter 
and spring the Edmonton Volunteer 
Bureau conducted a successful volun- 
teer charm - hairdressing program to 
assist in the rehabilitation of delin- 
quent teen-age girls at the new Alberta 
Institute for Girls. We are pleased to 
report a permanent staff person for 
hairdressing has since been appointed 
to the institution and our volunteer 
activities in that area are no longer re- 
quired. 

Christine M. Warr, Executive Secretary, 
Edmonton Central Volunteer Bureau. 


Everywhere 
we look 


sex 





Why Are More Teen-age Girls “Get- 
ting Into Trouble?” [By Shirley Mair, 
November.] Our newsstands are well 
supplied with literature calling the at- 
tention of our children to sex. Even 
when reading material is censored in 
the home, literature of this nature is 
passed among the children from homes 
where it is allowed. We have movies 
labeled “adult entertainment,” arous- 
ing interest that is satisfied as soon as 
children are old enough to enter the 
theatres. Many television programs 
help to further their knowledge. Why 
are contraceptives available through 
sources other than the family doctor? 
Help us to get at the root of our 
trouble, before placing the blame on 

children or parents. 
D. Warren, Brockville, Ont. 


Send letters to The Editor, Chatelaine, 481 University Avenue, Toronto 2. 


NEXT MONTH IN CHATELAINE 


CANADA’S FIRST LADY 
—MADAME VANIER 


WHAT MAKES WOMEN UNHAPPY? 
By Dr. Margaret Mead 
: SPECIAL TEEN-AGE SECTION: 


= “All I want is a whole new me” 
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Shootin cowboys-410.9 .._s. 


Get Simoniz Non-Scuff it’s better by far 


| NEED THAT LASTING SHINE Small sheriffs can’t scuff it when heels over head 
SI ATL yd They shoot desperadoes—convincingly dead! 
WITH eee Don’t worry, dear mother, be sweet and relax— 
N S ff Lj id FI or W. Get Simoniz Non-Scuff self-polishing wax ! 


aw-men so quick on the draw— 



















The colorful 20-page album with 
| room for all 48 Red Rose Bird Cards - 


ONLY 25¢ With this album your whole family can 


save and mount the bird cards as you receive them 





from packages of Red Rose Tea, Red Rose Coffee and 

Red Rose Instant Coffee. When your collection 
is complete, the Album serves as a guide to 
the fascinating birds around us. 

There are sketches on every page, and 

interesting facts about birds written 

by Roger Tory Peterson, one of 
the world’s leading authorities. 


4 Get your Album today. 
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HOW TO GET YOUR SONGBIRD ALBUM 


Bay it at your grocers or (Cae Seen st annie oe ee emer 
mail us this coupon and 25¢. |! RED ROSE ALBUMS 
6201 Park Avenue, Montreal, Quebec. 











, —a send me. ... copies of the Red Rose SONGBIRD ALBUM 
-nclose 25¢ yin for eac copv ordere 
HOW TO SAVE BIRD CARDS. They’re yours—completely FREE — aE SON Oa eee 
in packages of Red Rose Tea, Red Rose Coffee and Red Rose Instant 


Coffee. The bigger the Red Rose package, the more cards inside. 


RED ROSE TEA * RED ROSE COFFEE : 


My name 


My address 
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